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TO HIS 
Orr AL. UI GHMNALESY 
THE 


PRINCE of WALES. 


— 


S TR, 
A® Your RoyaL Hicnaness was pleaſed to 


expreſs a Deſire of ſeeing a new and 
correct Edition of Mr. Rowe's Works, the fol- 
lowing is humbly ſubmitted to Your RovaL 
Hichness; and, it is hoped, will not prove 
altogether unworthy of Your Royal Patro- 
nage and Protection. This, indeed, with his 
Tranſlation of Lucan, is a complete Collec- 
tion of his genuine Works, ſeveral Things 
being here omitted which in former Editions 
were falſly attributed to him, and others be- 
ing added from his original Papers which 
were never publiſhed before. And to whom 
can the Works of Mr. Rowe be ſo properly 
addreſs'd as to their greateſt Patron and Ad- 
mirer? And what an Encouragement is this to 
| A 2 living 
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living Merit, that even the Dead is not unre- 
warded by your RoyAaL Hicawrss ? 


It is owing chiefly to Your Royar Hicn- 
ness's Approbation, and to the Influence of 
Your Royal Preſence, that his Plays have 
been ſe frequently acted, and ſo highly ap- 
plauded : And Your Rovyar Hichness has 
not only encouraged them as public Enter- 
tainments, but often made them the Amuſe- 
ment of private Hours; and Your Royal 
Children have been taught to repeat ſeveral 
of the beſt and fineſt Speeches, with a Beauty 
and Juſtneſs that muſt charm and ſurpriſe 
every Body who has the Happineſs to hear 
them. It is reported of her late Majeſty 
Queen Anne, that ſhe learned to ſpeak pro- 
perly from the famous Tragedian Mrs. Bar- 
ry, and from hence was enabled to deliver 
her Speeches to the Parliament in fo graceful 
a Manner, that they loſt much of their Beau- 
ty and Energy, even when they were after- 
wards read in the Houſe by my Lord Couper. 
The Art of ſpeaking properly is certainly no 
ordinaryQualification, and Your Roy aL Hion- 
Ness's Children promiſe to excel in this as well 
as in every Thing elſe that becomes great 
Princes, ſuch is the Care that Your Roy aL 
Hrcnwess and the Princess of Wales con- 
tinually take of their Education. 


But Your ROYAL H1cnness's Goodneſs 
hath not ſtopped here, nor been content with 
deing uncommon Honours to the Memory 
of Mr. Rex? ; but it is to the Opinion of 
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his Merit, that I muſt principally aſcribe the 
many diſtinguiſhing Marks of Favour, which 
Your Roy AL Hicnness and the Pr1ncess 
of Hales have been graciouſly pleaſed to 
beſtow on me. Such Honour 1s double Ho- 
nour ; and at the ſame time that it demands, 
tranſcends my warmeſt Acknowledgments, 
But the Pen of Mr. Rowe himſelf would 
fail me here; Language | is too poor; Words 
cannot expreſs it; my Heart only truly 
knows, how it overflows with Gratitude, and 


with what entire Devotion I am, 
May it pleaſe Your Ro AL HichRN ESS, 
Your Rovyar Hicnnxss's meft oblig'd, 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt dutiful Servant, 


ANNE DzAN ES DEVENISH. 
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Theſe Tus Volumes of Plays and Poems, toge- 
ther with the Two Volumes of the Transla- 
tion of Lucan, make a complete Collection of 
the Works of Mr. Rowe; but as ſeveral 
Perſons may be defirous of baving the Plays 

ö and Poems, who yet may not chuſe to purchaſe 

| a Translation of Lucan, it has been thought 

| proper for their ſakes, to extract from Dr, 

Wellwood's Account, prefixed to the Trans- 

1 lation of Lucan, ſo mnch as may be neceſſary 

to give ſome Idea of the Life and Character 

of the Author, 
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NICHOLAS ROWE, Eſq; 


R. ROFE was born at Little Berkford in Bed- 
fordſbire, at the Houſe of Jaſper Edwards, 
I Eſq; his Mother's Father, in the Year 1673, of an anci- 
i ent Family in Devonſhire, that for many Ages had made 
a handſome Figure in their Country, and was known by 
the Name of Rowwes of Lambertoun. He could trace 
his Anceſtors, in a direct Line, up to the Times of 
the Holy War, where one of them ſo diltinguiſh'd 
himſelf in the Holy Land, that at his return, he had 
the Coat of Arms given him, which- they bore ever: 
ſince, that being in thoſe Days all the Reward of mi- 
3 litary Virtue, or of Blood ſpilt in thoſe Expeditions. 
4 From that time downward to Mr. Rowe's Father, the 
4 Family kept themſelves to the frugal Management of a 
private Fortune, and the innocent Pleaſures of a Coun- 
try Life. Having a handſome Seat, and a „„ 
Eſtate, they liv'd beyond the Fear of Want, or Reach 
of Envy. In all the Changes of Governments, they 
! are ſaid to have ever lean'd towards the ſide of public 
1 Liberty, and in that retir'd Situation of Life to have 
beheld with Grief and Concern the many Incroachments 
that have been made upon it from time to time. 

His Father was John Rowe, and the firſt of the Fa- 
mily, as his Son has told me, that chang'd a Country 
0 Fife for a liberal Profeſſion. After he had paſs'd the 
o Schools at home, he was brought up to London, and 
4 enter'd a Student of the Law in the Middle Temple, 

where ſome time after he was call'd to the Bar, and 

at length made a Serjeant at Law. He was a Getleman 
4 in great Eſteem for many engaging Qualities, of very 
5 conſiderable Practice at the Bar, and ſtood fair for the 
4 A 4. firſt 
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Theſe Two Volumes of Plays and Poems, toge- 
ther with the Two Volumes of the Transla- 
tion of Lucan, make a complete Collection of 
the Werks of Mr. Rowe; but as ſeveral 
Perſons may be defirous of baving the Plays 
and Poems, who yet may not chuſe to purchaſe 
a Translation of Lucan, it has been thought 
proper for their fakes, to extract from Dr, 
Wellwood's Account, prefixed to the Trans- 
lation of Lacan, ſo mnch as may be neceſſary 
to give ſome Idea of the Life and Character 
of the Author, 
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NICHOLAS ROWE, Eſq; 


R. ROFE was born at Little Berkford in Bed- 

fordſhire, at the Houſe of Jaſper Edwards, 
Eſq; his Mother's Father, in the Year 1673, of an anci- 
ent Family in Devonſhire, that for many Ages had made 
a handſome Figure 1n their Country, and was known by 
the Name of Rowes of Lambertoun. He could trace 
his Anceſtors, in a direct Line, up to the Times of 
the Holy War, where one of them ſo diſtinguiſh'd 
himſelf in the Holy Land, that at his return, he had 
the Coat of Arms given him, which they bore ever 
ſince, that being in thoſe Days all the Reward of mi- 
litary Virtue, or of Blood fpilt in thoſe Expeditions. 
From that time downward to Mr. Rowe's Father, the 
Family kept themſelves to the frugal Management of a. 


private Fortune, and the innocent Pleafures of a Coun- 


try Life. Having a handſome Seat, and a competent 
Eſtate, they liv'd beyond the Fear of Want, or Reach 
of Envy: In all the Changes of Governments, they 
are ſaid to have ever lean'd towards the fide of public 
Liberty, and in that retir'd Situation of Life to have 
beheld with Grief and Concern the many Incroachments 
that have been made upon it from time to time. 

His Father was John Rowe, and the firſt of the Fa- 
mily, as his Son has told me, that chang'd a Country 
Fife for a liberal Profeſſion. After he had paſs'd the 
Schools at home, he was brought up to London, and 
enter'd a Student of the Law in the Middle Temple, 
where ſome time after he was call'd to the Bar, and 
at length made a Serjeant at Law. He was a Getleman 
in great Eſteem for many engaging Qualities, of very 
conſiderable Practice at the Bar, and ſtood fair for the 
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firſt Vacancy on the Bench, when he died the zoth of 
April, 1692, and was buried in the Temple Church the 
7th of May following. Let it be mention'd to the Ho- 
nour of this Gentleman, that when he publiſh'd Serjeant 
Benloe and Judge Daliſon's Reports, he had the Honeſ- 
ty and Boldneſs to obſerve in the Preface, how mode- 
rate theſe two great Lawyers had been in their Opini- 
ons concerning the Extent of the Royal Prerogative ; 
and that he durſt do this in the late King James's Reign, 
at a time when a Diſpenſing Power was ſet up, as in- 
herent in the Crown. From ſuch worthy Anceſtors 
Nicholas Rowe was deſcended, who together with the 
ancient paternal Seat of the Family, inherited their 
Probity and Good-nature, Contentment of Mind, and 
an unbias'd Love to their Country. 

His Father took all the Care poflible of his Educati- 
on, and when he was fit for it, ſent him to Weſtminſter 
School, under the famous Dr. Buſby. He made an 
extraordinary Progreſs in all the Parts of Learning 
taught in that School, and about the Age of twelve 
Years was choſen one of the King's Scholars. He be- 
came in a little time Maſter to a great Perfection of all 
the Claſſical Authors, both Greek and Latin, and made 
a tolerable Proficiency in the Hebrew ; but Poetry was 
his early Bent, and his darling Study. He compos'd at 
that time feveral Copies of Verſes upon different Sub- 
jects both in Greez and Latin, and ſome in Engliſh, 
which were much admir'd, and the more that they coft 
him very little Pains, and ſeem'd to flow from his Ima- 
gination, almoſt as faſt as his Pen. 


His Father deſigning him for his own Profeſſion, 


took him from that School when he was about ſixteen . 


Years of Age, and enter'd him a Student in the Middle 
Temple, whereof he himſelf was a Member, that he 
might have him under his immediate Care and Inftruc- 
tion. Being capable of any part of Knowledge he ap- 
ply'd his Mind to, he made very remarkable Advances 
in the ſiudy of the Law; and was not content, as he 
told me, to know it as a Collection of Statutes or Cuf- 
toms only, but as a ſyſem founded upon right Reaſon, and 
calculated for the good of Mankind. Being afterwards 
cali'd to the Bar, he appear'd in as promiſing a way - 
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make a Figure in that Profeſſion, as any of his Cotem- 

oraries, if the Love of the Belles Lettres, and that of 
1 in particular, had not ſtopp'd him in his Career. 
He had the Advantage of the Friendſhip and Protection 
of one of the fineſt Gentlemen, as well as one of the 

reateſt Lawyers of that time, Sir George Treby, Lord 
Chief Juſtice of the Common-Pleas, who was fond of 
him to a great Degree, and had it both in his Power 
and Inclination to promote his Intereſt. 

But the Muſes had ſtoln away his Heart from his In- 
fancy, and his Paſſion for them render'd the Study of 
the Law dry and taſteleſs to his Palate: He ſtruggled 
for ſome time againſt the natural Bent of his Mind, but 
in vain ; for Homer, Virgil, Sophocles and Euripides, 
had infinitely more Charms with him, than the beſt Au- 
thors that had writ of the Law of England. He now 
and then could not refrain from making ſome Copies 
of Verſes on Subjects that fell in his way, which being 
approv'd of by his intimate Friends, to whom only he 
fhow'd them, that Approbation prov'd his Snare, ſo 
that from that time he began to give way to the natu- 
ral Bia ſs of his Mind, and would needs try what he could. 
do in Tragedy. a 

The firſt he wrate was the Ambitious Step- Mother; 
which meeting with univerſal Applauſe; as it well de- 
ferv'd, he laid aſide all Thoughts of riſing in the Eaw, 
and turn'd them ever after, in their main Channel, to- 
wards Poetry. This his firſt Tragedy he writ when 
twenty - five Years of Age, and as a Trial only of his 
Genius that way. The Purity of the Engliſb Language, 


the Juſtnefs of his Characters, the noble Elevation of 


the Sentiments, were all of them adinirably adapted to 
the Plan of the Play. His Talent lay in Heroic Poetry, 
and conſęquently in Tragedy: For Comedy, he once 
try'd it; but found his Genius did not lean that way: 
He writ ſeveral Tragedies afterwards, which are in e- 
very Body's Hands, and all of them highly approv'd of 
by Men of Taſte, upon the Account. of the Loſtineſs 
of Thought, and the: delicate Propriety of the Lan- 
guage ; in which laſt I may venture to ſay, no one has 
ever outdone. him, few equall'd him. 
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The Tragedy he valu'd himſelf moſt upon, and which: 
was moſt yalu'd, was his Tamerlane ; and never Author, 
in my Opinion, did more Juſtice to his Hero, than he 
to that excellent Prince: For Tamerlane was the very 
Man that Mr. Rowe has painted him. In that Play he 
aim'd at a Parallel between the late King William of 
immortal Memory and Tamerlane ; as alſo between Ba- 
jaget, and a Monarch who is ſince dead. That glori- 
ous Ambition and noble Ardour in Tamerlane, to break 
the Chains of enſlav'd Nations, and ſet Mankind free 
from the Incroachments of lawleſs Power, are painted 

in the moſt lively, as well as the moſt amiable Colours: 
On the other fide, his manner of introducing upon the 
Stage a Prince that thinks that Mankind is made but 
for him, and whoſe chief Aim 1s to 8 his Name 
to Poſterity, by That Havoc and Ruin he ſcatters 
through the World, are all drawn with that Pomp of 
Horror and Deteſtation which ſuch monſtrous Actions 
do deſerye. And fince nothing could be more calcula- 
ted for raiſing in the Minds of the Audience, a true 
Paſſion for Liberty, and a juſt Abhorrence for Slavery ; 
bow this Play came to be diſcouraged, next toa Prohibi- 
tion, in the latter End of a late Reign, I leave it to o- 
thers to give a Reaſon. 

I ſhall ſay nothing of any of the reſt of Mr. Roxwe's 
Plays in particular ; but it may be juſtly ſaid of them 
all, that never Poet painted Virtue or Religion in a more 
charming Dreſs on the Stage, nor were ever Vice and. 
Impiety better expos d to Contempt and Hatred. There 
runs through every one of them an Air of Religion and 
Virtue, attended with all the ſocial Duties of Life, and 
a conſtant untainted Love to his Country. The ſame 
Principles of Liberty he had early imbib'd himſelf, and. 
ſeem'd a Part of his Conſtitution, appear'd in every 
thing he wrote, and he took all Occaſions that fell in 
his way, to make the Stage ſubſervient to them His 
Muſe was fo religiouſly chaſte, that I do not remember 
one Word in any of his Plays or Writings that might. 
admit but of a double Entendre in point of Decency or 
Morals. There is nothing to be found in them to hu- 
mour the deprav'd Taſte of the Age, by nibbling at 
Scripture, or depreciating Things in themſelves Sacred; 

and 
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and it was the leſs wonder, that he obſery'd this Rule 
in his Dramatic Performances, ſince in his ordinary 
Converſation, and when his Mirth and Humour en-- 
liven'd the whole Company, he us'd to expreſs his Dit- 
ſatisfaction, in the ſevereſt manner, with any thing that 
look'd that way. Being much converſant in the Holy 
Scriptures, it's obſervable that to raiſe the higheſt Ideas 
of Virtue, he has with great Art in ſeveral of his Tra- 
gedies made uſe of thols Expreſſions and Metaphors in 
them, that taſte moſt of the Sublime. 
Beſides his Plays, Mr. Rowe wrote a great many Co- 
ies of Verſes on different Subjects, which tis hop'd 
bis Friends may ſome time or other publiſh together, 
and whereof many have been already printed apart. 
; Being a great Admirer of Shakeſpear, he oblig'd the 
1 Public with a new Edition of his Works, and prefix d 
to it a ſhort Account of his Life. In that Account he 
(< lay under the ſame Misfortune that I have done in this, 
1 Account of Mr. Rowe; he wanted Information, to do 
Juſtice to Shakeſpear. He took all Occaſions to expreſs 
4 the vaſt Eſteem he had for that wonderful Man, and 
endeavoured in ſome of his Pieces to ĩmitate his manner 
of Writing, particularly in the Tragedy of Jane Shore. 
But Mr. Rowe's laſt, and perhaps his beſt Poem, is 
his Tranſlation of Lucan, which he juſt liv'd. to finiſh. 
He had entertain'd an early Inclination for that Author, 
and I believe it was the darling Paſſion he had for the 
Liberty and Conſtitution of his Country, that firſt in- 
clin'd him to think of tranſlating him. He thought it 
was a pity, that a Work in which the Cauſe of Liberty 
was ſet in ſuch a ſhining Light, ſhould be preſery'd , 
only in the dead Language wherein it was written; and 
therefore thought it well worth his pains to put it in an 
Engliſb Dreſs, for the Benefit of his Countrymen. As 
this is the happieſt Nation of the World in its Conſtitu- 
tion, and happy even in ſpite of ourſelves, . he judg'd : 
that all who are in love with it, muſt needs be fond of 
an Author, who not only wrote for the ancient Conſti- 
tation of his own. Country, but fell a Sacrifice for en- 


deavouring to ſupport it. 1 
S 


* What Dr. Wellwood heped for, is done in the pre- 
fent Collection. 
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As to the Tranſlation itſelf, I perſuade myſelf it will 
meet with a kind Reception in the World. I dare be 
bold to ſay the Language is pure, and the Verſification 
both muſical and adapted to the Subject. I have no 
reaſon to doubt but the true Meaning of the Original 
is faithfully preferv'd through the whole Work, and if 
may venture to judge, the Tranſlation comes up to 
the Spirit of the Original, as far as the Difference be- 
tween the Roman and Englijh Languages will allow of, 

I ſhall ſay nothing farther of him in the Quality of a 
Poet ſince this Tranſlation, and his other Works, will 
ſufficiently juſtify his Title to it. As to his Perſon, it 
was graceful and well made, his Face regular and of 
a manly Beauty. As his Soul was well lodg'd, fo its 
rational and animal Faculties excell'd in a high degree. 
He had a quick and fruitful Invention, a deep Penetra- 
tion, and a large Compaſs of Thought, with a fingular 
Dexterity, and Eaſineſs in making his Thoughts to be 
underſtood. He was Maſter of moit Parts of polite 
Learning, eſpecially the Claſſical Authors, both Greek 
and Latin, underſtood the French, Italian and Spaniſh 
Languages, and ſpoke the firſt fluently, and the other 
two tolerably well 

He had likewiſe read moſt of the Creek and Roman 
Hiſtories in their original Languages, and moſt that ate 
writ in Engliſb, Italian, and Staniſb. He had a good 
Taſte in Philoſophy, and having a firm Impreſſion of 
Religion upon his Mind, he took great Delight in Di- 
vinity and Eccleſiaſtical Hiſtory, in both which he made 
great Advances in the times be retired into the Country, 
which were frequent. He expreſt on all occaſions his 
full Perſuaſion of the Truth of Reveal'd Religion, and 
being a ſincere Member of the Eftabliſh'd Church hun- 
ſelf, he pitied, but condemn'd not, thoſe that diſſented 
from it. He athorr'd the Principle of perſecuting Men 
upon the account of their Opinions in Religion ; and 
being ſtrict in his own, he took it not upon him to cen- 
fure thote of another Ferſuaſion. His Converſation was 
pleatant, witty, and lee rned, without the leaſt Tinc— 
ture of Aﬀectation or Pedantry, and his inimitable man- 
ner of diverting and enlivening the Company, made it 
unpotible tor any one to be out of humour when he 

Was 
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was in it. Envy and Detraction ſeem'd to be entirely 
foreign to his Conſtitution: And whatever Provocations 
he met with at any time, he paſt them over without the 
leaſt Thought of Reſentment or Revenge. As Homer 
had a Zoilus, fo Mr. Rowe had ſometimes his: For 
there were not wanting malevolent People and Preten- 
ders to Poetry too, that would now and then bark at 
his beſt Performances ; but he was ſo much conſcious 
of his own Genius, and had ſo much Good-nature as 
to forgive them, nor could he ever be tempted toreturn 
them an Anſwer. 

The Love of Learning and Poetty made him not the 
leſs ft for Buſineſs, and no body apply'd himſelf cloſer 
to it, when it requir'd his Attendance. The late Duke 
of Queenſbury, when he was Secretary of State, made 
him his Secretary for public Affairs; and when that 
truly Great Man came to know him well, he was never 
fo pleas'd as when Mr. Rowe was in his Company. After 
the Duke's Death, all Avenues were ſtop'd to his Pre- 
ferment ; and during the reſt of that Reign, he paſt his 
time with the Muſes and his Books, and ſometimes the 
Converſation of his Friends. 

Upon the King's Acceſſion to the Throne, his Merit 
was taken notice of. The King gave him a lucrative 
Place in the Cuſtoms, and made him Poet Laureat ; the 
Prince of Wales confert'd on him the Place of Clerk 
of his Council; and the Lord Parker, Lord Chancelior, 
made him his Secretary for the Preſentations, the very 
Day he receiv'd the Seals, and without his aſking it. 
He was much lov'd and cheriſh'd by the latter: And it. 
was no wonder that one of his Endowments was in fa- 
vour with that Noble Perſon, who, together with a pro- 
found Knowledge in the Law, worthy of his high Stati- 
on, has adormd his Mind with ail the other more polite 
Parts of Learning. When he had juſt got to be eaſy 
in his Fortune, and was in a fair way to make it better, 
Death ſwept him away, and in him depriv'd the World 
of one of the beſt Men, as well as one of the beit Geniu- 
ſes of the Age. He dy'd like a Chriftian and a Philoſa- 
pher, in Charity with all Mankind, and with an abſo- 
tute Reſignation to. the Will of God. He kept up his 

good 


xiv The Life of Nicholas Rowe, Eſq; 


and Friends, immediately before his laſt Agony, with 
the ſame Tranquility of Mind, and the fame Indiffe- 
rence for Life, as tho' he had been upon taking but a 
ſhort Journey. He was twice married, firſt to a Daugh- 


ter of Mr. Parſons, one of the Auditors of the Reve- 


nue, and afterwards to a ny, 2 _— _ Deveniſh of 
y the firſt he had a Son, 


a good Family in 8 : 
and by the ſecond a Daughter, both yet living. He di- 
ed the fixth of December, 1718, in the 45th Year of his 


Age, and was bury'd the nineteenth of the ſame Month 
in Weſt minfter-Abbey, in the Ifle where many of our En- 


7.45 oets are interr'd, overagainſt Chaucer, his Body 


eing attended by a ſelect Number of his Friends, and. 


dhe Dean and Choir officiating at the Funeral. 
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od Humour to the laſt, and took leave of his Wife 
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M EM OIXS 


OF THE 


LIFE and WRITINGS 
O F 


NICHOLAS ROWE, Eſq;. 
Ina LETTER to a Friend. 


SIX, 
T* ROM the Earneſtneſs of your Requeſt, T am as 


much aſhamed to give you ſo ſmall, as unwilling 
to deny you ſome. Account of Mr. Rowe: and his 
Writings. | 

In 3 of Wit, it is but a melancholy Reckon-- 
ing, to tell what has been, and how much our Friend 
preſerved it, in an Age not much inclined to encourage 
it, even in a Genius like his; and which none but he, 
indeed, could have made be encouraged at all. 

To make Amends for the fabulous Derivations of 
the antient Poets, how unfit ſoever I am to ſpeak of his 
Works; you may be certain that the following Ac- 
count of his Family is true. 

His Anceſtors were Gentlemen thro' many Deſcents, 
but I wave the Particulars of them; yet think this Re- 
mark neceſſary, not only for his Honour, but that of 
Poetry; fince it is ſeldom ſeen that Men have. excelled 
in that way, without owing ſomething to the Blood and 
Spirit of their Forefathers, as well as to Art, Learning 
and Education. . 

He was the San of Jobn Rowe, Eſq; and born at 
Little Berl ford, in the County of Bedford, 1673, tho” 
the Family came originally from Lambertoun in Devon- 
Sire. It is probable that his Father, who. was an Emi- 


nent Lawyer, and called. to. be. Serjeant, made that: 
New. 
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new Purchaſe in another Country, and ſo tranſplanted 
the moſt remarkable Branch of the Family thither. 
He died April zoth, 1692, and was buried in the Tem- 
ple Church. | 

As to Mr. Rowwe's. Education, I have often heard him 
ſay, that it began at a private Grammar-School in 
Highgate, but the Taſte he had there of the Claſſic Au- 
thors was improved and finiſhed under the Care of the 
Great Dr. Buſby. I do not know by what Accident it 
happened, that thoſe Studies he ſo much delighted in, 
were not continued to a Univerſity Education ; but it 
is moſt likely, that under the gainful Study of the Law, 
was his Father's beft Proſpect. Accordimgtly, he was 


dies and Exerciſes, and was called to the Bar ; where 
he made no mean Figure. But the Spirit of Poetry 
ſoon got the better of the Works of Profit, and while he 
ſtill kept his Chambers, he had a Play or Two * came 
upon * Stage with great Succeſs. 
In ſuch a private Account as this, you muſt not ex- 

ect the Dates of every Action or Performance of Mr. 
= E's, my Buſineſs being only to tell you, that about 
this Time he was diſtinguiſhed by, and acquainted with, 
the moſt eminent Perſonages of both Sexes, and made 
as handſome a Figure in the World, as a' good Man 
and a good Poet could do. Yet, I do not find he was in 
any public Einployment before the Duke of Queenſbu- 
ry made him his Secretary, with whom he not only 
lived in an honourable Service, but a near Famuliarity 
and Friendſhip. 
He was by his MajesTy made Poet Laureat, and one 
of the Land Surveyors of the Cuſtoms in the Port of 
London. 
The Prince of Wales conferred. on him the Place af 
Clerk of his Council, and the Lord Chancellor Parker 
made him his Secretary for the Preſentations, the very 
Day be received the Seals, and without his aſking it. 
He was twice married; firſt to a Daughter of Mr. 
Auditor Parſons ; and afterwards to Mrs. Deweniſb, a 
Gentlewoman of a good Family in Porſetſbire: By his 


fir 


* 1. The Ambitious Stepmother. 2. Tamerlanc, 


entered of the Middle-Temple, went thro' the uſual Stu- 
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firſt Wife he had a Son, and by the ſecond a Daughter, 
both living. 

He died the 6th Day of December, 1718, in the 
Forty-fifth Year of his Age, was interred on the _- 
in We —_— over-againſt Chaucer ; and Dr. 

Atterbury, Biſhop of Rocheſter, out of a | coma Mark 
of Eſteem for him, as being his School-Fellow, honour- 
ed his Aſhes by performing the lait Offices himſelf. I 
dare not venture to give you his Character, either as a 
Companion, a Friend, or a Poet. It may be enough to 
fay, that all good and learned Men loved him: That 
his Converſation either ftruck ont Mirth, or promoted 
Learning or Honour wherever he went : That the 
Openneſs of a Gentleman, the unſtudied Eloquence of 
a Scholar, and the perfect Freedom of an Engliſhman, 
attended him in all his Actions. To ſay any Thing 
more of him would look like Flattery, and that is a 
Taſk I am as far from as he was. 

His Writings, if I am any Judge of Engliſh, have in 
them Strength, and Purity of Language: A certain Ele- 
gance which ſtrikes you at firſt View, and which all Peo- 
E muſt own to be natural, becauſe it is eaſily remem- 

ered. As a Poet, he had the Force of Imagination in 
a great Degree; juſt Alluſions, proper Metaphors, and 
hne Deſcriptions, are ſo common with him, and ſo 
much admired, that they are in every Body's Mouth, 
and need not my Commendation. The frequent and 
continued Applauſes of the Theatre make almoſt a 
whole Nation judge with me; and I ſhould be really 
proud, if a ſullen Critic or Two were to differ from me, 
to ſtand by Nature, againſt their Rules; and profeſs 
myſelf his Admirer. 

If I were to go on to a particular Detail, I might ea- 
fily prove what I aſſert ; tho' the modeſt Apology he 
makes for himſelf will ſatisfy any reaſonable Man 2 It 
zs not (ſays he) given to every Body to excel; and I hope 
there may be ſome hind of Praiſe reſerved for thoſe who 
only endeavour after it; if not, I muſt own my Pretenſi- 
ons that way are upon a very ill Foot. Howewer, I be- 
lieve, I ſhall never be more ſolicitous about theſe Matters 

than 

* See the Dedication of his Plays to Henxv, late 
Earl of Warwick. 
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than they really deſerve. I will not deny, but that I 
bade the natural Tenderneſs of a Parent for theſe Chil- 
dren of my Brain; and, I do not believe, I have Philo- 
fothy enough to land by and ſee them miſuſed and mur- 
dered, without any lawful Reaſon : But whenever they 
ſhall be found guilty of apparent Treaſon againſt the Laws 
of Parnaſſus, I ſhall give them up with the Reſolution of 
the firſt BxuTus. I believe there might be ſamething 
Jet for them, if I ſhould take the 77 a of writing 

xamens, as was done by the elder CORNEILLE upon 
his own PLavs. But whatſoever the French thought e 
theſe Things, I cannot help looking on them as inſuf- 
ferable Pieces of Vanity : It is making Trifles Matters of 
the laſt Conſequence and Importance. And yet Apologies 
and labourtd Diſcourſes have been written upon theſe 
pin cp” ; as if the Fate of a Nation depended upon the 
regular Conduct of a Poem. 

Scilicet id curat Populus, 
Tho, by the way, I never heard that the befl Writer in 
Criticiſm could raiſe the Reputation of a lay that was 
funk, by telling the World, they ought to have been better 
e with it; or deſtroy the Succeſs of One that was 
well received, by upbraiding Mankind with their Igno- 
rance in theſe Matters. They are theſe Petulancies that 
fix fo great a Degree of Contempt upon the Names of Au- 
thor and Poet ; and if they did not fall into theſe ridicu- 
lous Inveftives upon one another, the unlearned World 
ewould uſe them all with more Reverence and Reſpedt. 
I hope, Sir, this is enough at preſent ; but if there 

ſhould be any farther Occaſion, you will find me as ready 
to defend his Writings, as you will always find me, 


Your hamble Servant, 


GEORGE SEWELTL. 


A. CH A- 
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CHARACTER 
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Mr. R O . 


By James WELILWO Op, M. D. 


| 


EVER Man had it more in his Nature, thag 
He, to love and oblige his Friends living, or ce- 
tebrate their Memory when dead ; What Pity is it then, 
that for want of Information, there cannot be 2 to 
his Name that juſt Encomium he every way deſerved ? 

He was bred at Weftminfler, and made an extraordi- 
nary Progreſs in all the Parts of Learning taught in that 
School, and about the Age of twelve Years was cha- 
fen one of the King's Scholars. 

He became in a little time Maſter, to a great Perfec- 
tion, of all the Claſſic Authors, both Gree# and Latin, 
and made a tolerable Proficiency in the Hebrew ; but 
Poetry was his early Bent and his pers "wn. He com- 
— at that time ſeveral Copies of Verſes upon dif- 

erent Subjects both in Greek and Latin, and ſome in 
Engliſb, which were much admired ; and the more that 
they coft him very little Pains, and ſeemed to flow from 
his Imagination, almoſt, as faſt as from his Pen. 

His father deſigning him for his own Profeſſion, took 
him from School at about ſixteen Years of Age, and en- 
tered him a Student of the Middle-Temple under his 
own Immediate Care and Inſtruction. 

Mr. Rowe being capable of any part of Knowledge 
he applied his Mind to, he made very remarkable Ad- 
vances in the Study of the Law; and was not content, 
as he told me, to know it as a Collection of Statutes or 
Cuſtoms only, but as a Syſtem founded upon right Reaſon, 


and calculated for the good of Mankind. 
When 
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When he was called to the Bay, he appeared in as 
promifing a way to make a Figure in that Profeſſion, as 
any of his Cotemporaries, if the Love of the Belles 
Lettres, and that of Poetry in particular, had not ſtop? 
him in his Career. He had the Advantage of the Friend- 
ſhip and Protection of one of the fineſt. Gentlemen, as 
well as one of the greateſt Lawyers of that time, Sir 
GrorGe TEE VY, Lord Chief Juſtice of the Common- 
Pleas, who was fond of him to a great Degree, and 

had it both in his Power and Inclination to promote his 

Intereſt. #1 11414 

But the Muſes had ſtolen away his Heart from his In- 
fancy, and his Paſſion for them rendered the Study of 
the Law dry and taſtleſs to his Palate. He ſtruggled 
for ſome time againſt the natural Bent of his Mind, but 
in vain; for Homer, Virgil, Sophocles and Euripides had 
infinitely more Charms with Him than the beſt Authors 


who had ever wrote on the Law in England. He now 


and then could not refrain from making ſome Copies of 
Verſes on Subjects which fell in his Way, theſe being 
approved of by his intimate Friends, to whom only he 
ſhewed them; their Approbation proved his Snare, ſo 
that from henceforward he began to give way to the 
natural Biaſs of his Mind, and would needs try what he 

could do in Tragedy. | 
He now wrote the Ambitious Step-mother, which 
meeting with univerſal Applauſe, as it well deſerved, he 
laid afide all Thoughts of riſing in the Law, and tur- 
ned them ever after, in their main Channel, towards 
Poetry. He wrote this Tragedy at 25 Vears of Age, 
and as a Tryal only of his Genius that Way. The Pu- 
rity of its Diction, the Juſtneſs of the Characters, and 
the noble Elevation of the Sentiments, were all of them 
admirably ſuited to the Plan of the Play. His Talent 
lay in Heroic Paetry, and in that moſt noble Part of it 
Tragedy. He once tried his Vein in Comedy *, but 
found his Genius put out of its Road. All his Trage- 
dies are very highly and juſtly approved, for the Lofti- 
neſs of Thought, and delicate Propriety of the Lan- 
guage: In which laſt, I may venture to ſay, no one has 
| ever 

* The Biter: Or, the Humours of Croyden-Fair. 
A Farce of Three Adds. | 
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ever outdone him, few equalled him. That which he 
valued himſelf moſt upon was TaMERLANE ; and ne- 
ver did any Author, in my Opinion, do more Juſtice 
to his Hero. For, that excellent Prince was the ver 
Man Mr. Rove has painted him. In this Piece, his 
Deſign in View, was to draw two Parallels, one between 
King William and Tamerlane, and the other between 
Leꝛuis XIV. and Bajazet. 

It may with the ſtricteſt Truth, be affirmed that no 
Poet ever painted Virtue or Religion in a more charming 
Dreſs on the Stage, than Mr. Rowe, nor were ever Vice 
and Impiety, better expoſed to Contempt and Hatred. 
There runs through all his Tragedies a ſtrong Vein of 


Religion and Virtue, attended with all the Social Du- 


ties of Life, and a conſtant untainted Love to his Coun- 
try. His Muſe was ſo free from the leaſt blemiſh, that 
I do not remember one 7 7 Expreſſion in any of his 
Plays that can admit but of ſo much as a double Enten- 
dre either in Point of Decency or Morals. There is 
not any thing to be found in them to humour the de- 
praved Taſte of the Age, by nibbling at Scripture, or 
depreciating Things in themſelves Sacred; and it was 
the leſs wonder, that he obſerves this Rule in his Dra- 
matic Performances, ſince in his ordinary Converſation, 
and when his Mirth and Humour enlivened the whole 
Company, he uſed to expreſs his Diſſatis faction, in the 
ſevereſt Manner, with any thing which looked that way. 


He was well verſed in the Holy Scriptures, and it is 


frequently obſervable that to raiſe the higheſt Ideas of 
Virtue, he has, with great Art (eſpecially in the Fair 
Penitent) made uſe of thoſe Sacred Expreſſions and 
Metaphors, in his Tragedies, which taſte moſt of the 
Sublime. 

He juſt lived to finiſh his moſt excellent Tranſlation 
of LUCAN, a Work which will live as long as the 
£nglifh Language, and always be eſteemed a Standard 
of it. When he had juſt got to be eaſy in his Fortune, and 
was in a fair way to make it better, Death took him from 
us, and in him deprived the World of one of the beſt Men, 
as well as one of the beſt Genij of the Age. He died 
like a Chriſtian and a Philoſopher, in Charity with all 
Mankind, and with an abſolute Reſignation to the Will 
of 
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of God. He kept -; his good Huinour to the end, and 


took leave of tis Wife and Friends, immediately be- 
fore his laſt Agony, with the ſame Tranquilicy of 
Mind, and the fame Indifference for Life, as though 
he had been upon going but a ſhort Journey. 

Take this Deſcription of his Perſon: It was grace- 
ful and wel! made, his Face regular and of a Manly 
Beauty. As his Soul was well lodged, fo its Rational 
and Animal Faculties excelled in a high Degree. He 
had a quick and fruitful Invention, a deep Penetration, 
and a large Compaſs of Thought, with a ſingular Dex- 
terity, and Eaſineſs in making his Thoughts to be un- 
derſtood. He was maſter of Moſt parts of Polite Lear- 
ning, eſpecially the Claſſic Authors. He underſtood 
the French, Italian and Spaniſh Languages; ſpoke the 
Firſt fluently, and the other Two tolerably well, He 
had a good Taſte in Philoſophy, and made great Advan- 
ces therein at the times when he retired into the 
Country which were frequent. He had ſo early imbi- 
bed the Principles of Liberty and a Freedom of Thought, 
that they ſeemed a part of his Conſtitution, and appear- 
ed in all he wrote. He was bred up, and continued in 
the Perſuaſion of the eſtabliſhed Church of England,and 

itied, but never condemned thoſe who diſſented from 
it. He abhorred the Principle of perſecuting Men on the 
Account of their Opinions in Religion ; and being fixed 
in his own, he took it not upon him to cenſure thoſe of 
another Perſuaſion. His Converſation was Pleaſant, Wit- 

, and Learned, without the leaſt Tincture of Affecta- 
tion or Pedantry ; and his inimitable Manner of diverting 
and enlivening the Company, made it impoſſible for any 
one to be out of Humour when he was preſent. Envy 
and Detraction bore no Part in his natural Lemper: And 
whatever Provocations he met with at any Time, he paſt 
them over without the leaſt Thought of Revenge, or ſo 
much as Reſentment. 

Such was the Man, whom all that knew him, when 
living, loved ! and whoſe Memory, by thoſe, who can 
now only know him in his incomparable Writings, will 
be revered to the lateſt Poſterĩity. 


York Buildings, Feb. 26, 1719. 
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To the Right Honourable the 


EARL of JE RSE V 


Lord Chamberlain of His MAI EST 's 
Houſhold, Sc. | 


My LORD, a 

1 F any thing may atone for the Liberty I take in offer- 
ing this Trifle to your Lordſhip, it is, that I will en- 
gage not to be guilty of the common Vice of Dedications, 
nor pretend to give the World an Account of the many 
good Qualities they ought to admire in your Lordſhip. I 
hope I may reckon on it as ſome little Piece of Merit, in 
an Age where there are ſo many People write Panegy- 
rics, and ſo few deſerve em. I am ſure you ought not 
to fit for your Picture to ſo ill a Hand as mine. Men 
of your Lordſhip's Figure and Station, tho' uſeful and 
ornamental to the Age they live in, are yet reſerved for 
the Labours of the Hiſtorian, and the Entertainment of 
Poſterity ; nor ought to be aſpers'd with ſuch Pieces of 
Flattery while living, as may render the true Hiſtory ſuſ- 
pecled to thoſe that come after. That which ſhould take 
up all my Care at preſent is moſt humbly to beg your 
Lordſhip's Pardon for impoituning you on this account; 
for imagining that your Lordſhip (whoſe Hours are all 
dedicated to the beſt and moſt important Utes) can have 
any Leiſure for this Piece of Poetry. I beg, my Lord, 
that you will receive it, as it was meant, a Mark of my 

entire Reſpect and Veneration. 
| hope it may be ſome Advantage to me, that the 
Town has not received this Play ill. To have depended 
merely upon your Lordfhip's Good-nature, and have of- 
fer'd ſomething without any degree of Merit, would 
have been an unpardonable Fault, eſpecially to ſo good a 
Judge. The Play itſelf, as I preſent it to your Lordſhip, 
A 2 is 
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is a much more perfect Poem than it is in the Repreſenta- 
tion on the Stage. I was. led into an Error in the writing 
of it, by thinking that it would be eaſier to retrench than 
to add: but when I was at laſt neceſſitated, by reaſon of 
the extreme Length, to cut off near ſix hundred Lines, 
I found that it was maim'd by it to a great diſadvantage. 
The Fable (which has no manner of Relation to any part 
of true Hiſtory) was left dark and intricate, for want of 
a great part of the Narration, which was left out in the 
firit Scene; and the Chain and Connexion, which ought 
to be in the Dialogue, were interrupted in many other 
Places. But ſince what was omitted in the Acting is now 
kept in, J hope it may indifferently entertain your Lord- 
ſhip at an unbending Hour. The Faults which are moſt 
generally found (and which I conld be very proud of ſub- 
mitting to your Lordſhip's Judgment, if you can have 
leiſure for ſo trivial a Cauſe) are, that the Cataſtrophe in 
the Fifth AR 1s barbarous, and ſhocks the Audience. 


Some People, whoſe Judgment I ought to have a defer- 


ence for, have told me, that they wiſh'd I had given the 
latter part of the Story quite another turn; that Artax- 
erxes and Ameſiris ought to have been preſerv'd, and 
made happy in the Concluſion of the Play; that beſides 
the Satisfaction which the Spectators would have had to 
have ſeen two virtuous (or at leaſt innocent) CharaCters 
rewarded and ſucceſsful, there might have been alſo a 
more noble and inſtructive Moral drawn that way. I 
muſt confeſs, if this be an Error (as perhaps it may) it is 
a voluntary one, and an Error of my Judgment : Since 
in the writing | aQtually made ſuch a ſoit of an Objection 
ro myſelf, and choſe to wind up the Story this way. 
Tragedies have been allowed, ! know, to be written 
both ways very beautifully: But fince Terror and Pity 
ate laid down for the Ends of Tragedy by the great Mal- 
ter and Father of Criticiſm, I was always inclined to fan- 
cy that the laſt and remaining Impreflions, which ought 
to be left on the Minds of an Audience, ſhould proceed 
trom one of theſe two. They ſhould be ſtrack with 
Terrot in ſeveral parts of the Play, but always conclude 
and go away with Pity ; a {ort of Regret proceeding 
from Good-nature, which, tho' an Uneaſineſs, is not al- 
together diſagteeable to the Perlon who feels it. It A 

enis 
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this Paſſion that the famous Mr. Orway ſucceeded fb 


well in touching, and muſt and will at all times affect 


People, who have any Tenderneſs or Humanity. It 
therefore | had ſav'd A4rtaxerxes and Ameſiris, | believe 
(with ſubmiſſion to my Judges) I had deſtroy'd the great- 
eſt occaſion for Compaſſion in the whole Play. Any bo- 
dy may perceive, that ſhe- is rais'd to ſome degrees of 
Happineſs, by hearing that her Father and Huſband ate 
living (whom ſhe had ſuppos'd dead) and by ſeeing the 
Enemy and- Proſecutor of her Family dying at her Feet, 
purpoſely, that the turn of her Death may be more ſur- 
priſing and pitiful. As for that part of the Object on, 
which ſays,. that innocent Perſons cught not to be ſhewn 
unfortunate, the Succeſs and general Approbation, which 
many of the beſt Trazedies that have been wrir, and 
which were built on that Foundation, have met wiih, 
will be a ſufficient Anſwer tor me. 

That which they call the Poetical Juſtice, is, I think, 
ſtrictly obſerv'd; the two principal Contrivers of Evil, 
the Stateſman and Prieſt, are puniſh'd with Death; and 
the Queen is depos'd from her Authority by her own. 
Son; Which, I ſuppoſe, will be allow'd as the ſevereſt 
Mortification that cou'd happen to a Woman of her im- 
perious Temper. | 

If there can be any Excuſe for my entertaiaing your 
Lordſhip with this detail of Criticiſms, it is, that I wou'd 
have this firſt Mark of the Honour I have for your Lord- 
ſhip appear with as few Faults as poſſible. Did not the 
prevailing CharaQer of your Lordſhip's excellent Hu- 
manity and Good-nature encourage me, what ought [ 
not to fear from the Niceneſs of your Taſte and Judg- 
ment? The Delicacy of your Reflexions may be very 
fatal to ſo rough a Draught as this is; but if I will be- 
lieve (as I am ure I ought to do) all Men that I have 
heard ſpeak of your Lordſhip, they bid me hope every 
thing from your Goodneſs. This is that, I mutt ſincere- 
ly own, which made me extremely ambitious of your 
Lordſhip's Patronage for this Piece. I am but too ſen- 
ſible that there are a multitude of Faults in it; but ſince 
the Good-nature of the Town has cover'd, or not taken 
notice of 'em, I muſt have ſo much Diſcretion, as not to 
look with an affected Nicety into em myſelf, With all 
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the Faults and ImperfeQions which it may have, I muft 

own, I ſhall be yet very well ſatisfy'd with it it it gives 

me an Opportunity of reckoning myſelf from this time, 
Your LozvsHl e's moft obedient 


and devoted humble Servant, 


N. Raw. 


TROL OGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON, 


T F dying Lovers yet deſerve a Tear, 

IF a jad Story of a Maid's Deſpair 

Yet move Compaſſion in the jitying Fair; 

This Day the Peet does bis Arts employ, 

The ſoft Acceſſes of your Souls to try. 

Nor let the Stoic boaft his Mind unmov'd ; 

The Brute Philoſopher, whe ne er has prov'd 

The Foy of Loving or of being Low'ld ; 

Who jcerns his Human Nature to confeſs, 

And jiriving to be more than Man, is leſs. 

Mer let the Men the weeping Fair accuſe, 

Thoſe kind Protectors of the Tragic Muſe, 

Fhoje tears did moving Otway's Labours crown, 
And made the pocr Monimia's Grief their own : 
Thoſe Tears their Art, not Weakneſs, has confeſt, 
Their Grief approv'd the Niceneſi of their Taſte, 
And they wept moſt, becauſe they judg'd the beſt. 
O could this Ages Writers hope to find 

An Audience to Compaſſion thus inclin'd, 
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The Stage would necd u Farce, nor Song, nor Dance, 
Ner Capering Monſieur brought from ative Franco; 
> Clinch and his Organ-Vite, bis Dogs and Bear, 
1 To native Barnet might apain re air, ; 
Or breathe with Captain Otter Bankſide Air 
Mafeftic Tragedy ſbould once again 
In purple Pomp adorn the favelling Scene. 
Her Search ſhould ranſack all the Ancients Store, 
The Fortunes of their Lowes and Arms explore, 
6 Such as might grieve you, but ſhou'd fleaje you more. 
x What Shakeſpear durft not, this bold Age fhou'd do, 
4 And famons Greek and Latin Beauties ſte v. 
Shakeſpear, whoje Genius 10 itſelf a Law, 
Could Men in every Height of Nature draw, 
And copy d all but Women that he jaw. 
Thoſe ancient Heroines your Concer n fbou'd e, 
Their Grief and Anger much, but meft their Love; 
For in the Account of every Age we find 
The beſt and faireſt of their Sex were kind, 
To Pity always and to Lowe inclin d. 
by Aſert, ye Fair Ones, whos in Tudgment ſit, 
5 Your ancient Empire over Love and Wit; 
g Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men Pobey - 
They'll leave their Tumbling, if you lead the way, 
Be but what thoſe before to Otway avere: 
. O wwere you but as kind ! are know you are as fair, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Artaxerxes, Prince F Perſia, Elaer 


Lueen. 


Artaban, Son to Arſaces, by Artemiſa, Mr. Booth. 
Memnon, Former ly General to Ar- 


ſaces, now diſgraced; a Friend to > Mr. Betterton. 


Artaxerxes. 
Mirza, Fir Miniſter of State, in the 
Interefl of Artemiſa and Artaban. 
Magas, Prieſt of the Sun, Friend to 


Mirza and the Queen. Mr. Bowman. 
Cleanthes, Friend to Artaban. Mr. Pack. 
Orchanes, Captain of the Guards to 

the Qu a F Mr. Baily. 


WOM E N. 


Artemiſa, Formerly the Wife of Tiri- 
baſus, @ Perſian Lord, now married Mrs. Barry, 
to the King, ond Queen of Perſia. 

Armeſlris, Daughter to Memnon, in 


love with, and belov'd by Arta- % Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


xerxes. 
Cleone, Daughter to Mirza, in love 


with Artaxerxes, and below'd by Mrs. Bowman. 


Artaban. 
Beliza, Confident to Cleone. Mrs. Martin. 
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Son to King Arſaces, by a frmer Mr. Verbrugen. 


5 Mr. Freeman. 
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Ambitious Step-Motker. 


— 
— — 


1 OS S R 
4 ROYAL PAL AGE. 
Enter. at ſeveral Doors, Mirza and MAG as. 


MI R Z A. 
\ \ THAT bring'ſt thou, Magas ? Say, how fares 
the King ? i 12 
Mag. As one whom when we number with the Living 
We ſay the moſt we can; tho” ſure it mutt 


= Bc happier far, to quit.a wretched Being, 


Than keep it on ſuch Terms: for as I enter'd 
The Royal Lodging, an univerſal Horror 
Struck thro' my Eyes, and chill'd my very Heart; 
'The Chearful Day was every where ſhut out 
With care, and left a more than midnight Darkneſs, 
Such as might ev'n be felt: A few dim Lamps, 
That feebly lifted up their ſickly Heads, 
Look'd faintly thro? the Shade, and made it ſeem 
More diſmay by ſuch Light; while thoſe that waited 
In ſolemn Sorrow, mix'd with wild Amazement, 
Obſerv'd a dreadful ſilence. 

Mir. Didſt thou ſee him? | 

Mag. My Lord, I did : treading with gentle Steps, 
T:reach'd the Bed, which held the poor Remains 
Of great Ar/aces : juſt as I approach'd, 
His drooping Lids, that ſeem'd for ever clos'd, 

A.s. Were 
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Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv'd : 
The Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 
Sparkled no mote with that majeſtic Fire, 
At which ev'n Kings have trembled ; but had loſt 
Their common uſeful Office, and were ſhaded 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight, 
That ſhew'd me human Nature fall'n ſo low, 
I haſtily retir'd. 

Mir. He dies too ſoon; 
And Fate, if poſlible, muſt be delay'd. 
The Thought that labours in my forming Brain, 
Yet crude and immature, demands more time. 
Have the Phyſiciaas given up all their Hopes? 
Cannot they add a few Days to a Monarch, 
In recompenſe of thouſand vulgar Fates, 
Which their Drugs daily haſten ? 

Mag. As] paſt 
The outward Rooms, I found them in Conſult ; 
I ask'd them if their Art was at a ſtand, 
And could not help the King. They ſhook their Heads, 
And in moſt grave and ſolemn wiſe unfolded 
Matter, which little purported, but Words 
Rank'd in right learned Phraſe ; all I could learn was, 
That Nature's kindly Warmth was quite extinQ, 
Nor could the Breath of ert kindle again 
Th' Ethereal Fire. 

Mir. My Royal Miſtrefs Artemi ſa's Fate, 
And all her Son young Artabar's high Hopes, 
Heng on this lucky Crifis; ſince this Day 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnon 
Enter Per/epolis : The yearly feaſt, 
Devoted to our Glorious God the Sun, 
Hides their Deſigns under a holy Veil; 
And thus Religion is a Maſk for Faction. 
But let their Guardian Genii ſtill be watchful, 
For if they chance to nod, my weaking Vengeance 
Shall ſurely catch that Moment to deſtroy em. 

Mag. Tis faid the fait Aueſiris, Memnon's Daughter, 
Comes in their Company. 

Mir. That fatal beauty, 
With molt malignant Influence, has croft 
My firſt and great Ambition, When my Brother, 
"The great Cl-ander, fell by Memncn's Hand, (Von 
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4 (You know the Story of our Houſes Quarrel) 
A I ſought the King for jultice on the Murderer ; 
4 And to confirm my Intereſt in the Court, 

In confidence of mighty Wealth and Power, 
A long Deſcent from noble Anceſtors, 

And ſomewhat of the Beauty of the Maid, 

J offer'd my C/eone to the Prince, 

Fierce Artaxerxes; he, with rude Diſdain, 
— Refus'd the Proffer; and to grate me more, 
5 Publicly own'd his Paſſion for Ameſtris : 

And in deſpite ev'n of his Father's Juſtice, 
Eſpous'd the Cauſe of Memnon. 

: Mag. Ev'n from that noted Ara, I remember: 
„ You dated all your ſervice to the Queen, 
9 Our common Miſtreſs. 

Mir. is true, I did ſo : Nor was it in vain ;. 
She did me right, and fatisfy'd my Vengeance: 
Memnon was baniſh'd, and the Prince diſgrac'd, 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time, 
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, Since I have been admitted to her Council, 
4 And ſeen her, with unerring Judgment, guide 

4 The Reins of Empire, I have been amaz'd, 
1 To ſee her more than manly Strength of Soul, 


Cautious in good Succeſs, in bad unſhaken ; 

Still arm'd againſt the uncertain Turns of Chance,, 

Uatouch'd by any Weakneſs of her Sex, 

Their Superſtition, Pity, or their Fear; 

And is a Woman only in her Cunning, 

What Story tells of great Semiramis, 

Or rolling Time, that gathers as it goes, 

Has added more, ſuch Artemiſa is. 

i Mag. Sure *twas a mark of an uncommon Genius, 

i To bend a Soul like that of great Ar/aces,. 

1 And charm him to her Sway. 

Mir, Certainly Fate- 

Or ſomewhat like the Force of Fate was in it; 

| And ſtill whene'er Remembrance ſets that Scene 

\ Before my Eyes, I view it with Amaz2ment. . 

| Mag. I then was young, a Stranger to the Court, 

And only took the Story-as reported | 

Ry different Fame; you muſt have known it better. 
Mir, Indeed I gd, then favour'd by the King, 
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Since that, ſhe ſtill has by ſucceſsful Arts 


I2 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 


And by that means a ſharer in the Secret. 
"Twas on a Day of Public Feſtival, 
When beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to view 
(Behind the Covert of a golden Lattice,) 
The King and Court returning from the Temple : 
When juſt as by her Stand _— paſt, 
The Window by deſign or chance ſell down, 
And to his view expos'd her bluſhing Beauties. 
She ſeem'd ſurpriz'd, and preſently withdrew ; 
But ev'n that Moment was an Age of Love: 
So was the Monarch's Heart for Paſſion moulded, 
So apt to take at firſt the Soft Impreſſion. 
Soon as we were alone, I found the Evil 
Already paſt a Remedy, and vainly 
Urg'd the Reſentment of her injur'd Lord : 
His Love was deaf to all. 
Mag. Was Tiribaſus abſent ? | 
Mir. He was then General of the Horſe, 
Under old Memnon in the Median War. 
But if that diſtant View ſo much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my Means, 
He viewed her Beauties nearer ; when each Action, 
And every graceful Sound conſpired to charm him: 
Joy of her Conqueſt, and the Hopes of Greatneſs, 
Gave Luſtre to her Charms, and made her ſeem 
Of more than mortal Excellence. In ſhort, 
After ſome faint Reſiſtance, like a Bride 
That ſtrives a while, tho' eager for the Bliſs, 
The furious King enjoy'd her- 
And to ſecure their Joys, a Snare was laid 
For her unthinking Lord, in which he fell 
Before the Fame of this could reach his Ears, 


Maintain'd that Pow'r, which firſt her Beauty == 
Mag. With deepeſt Foreſight, wiſely has ſhe laid 
A ſure Foundation for the future Greatneſs 
Of Artaban, her only darling Son. 
Each buſy Thought, that rolls within her Breaft, 
Labours for him: The King, when firſt he ſicken'd, 
Declar'd he ſhou'd ſucceed him in the Throne. 
Mir. That was a Point well gain'd ; nor were theElderſhip 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of Fears, a; 


K And fall by one another. 
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If Memnon's Intereſt did not prop his Cauſe. 
Since then they ſtand ſecur'd, by being join d 
From reach of open Force, it were a Maſter- piece 
Worthy a thinking Head, to ſow Diviſion 
And Seeds of Jealouſy, to looſe thoſe Bonds, 
Which knit and hold em up; that ſo divided, 
With eaſe they might be ruin d. 
Mag. That's a Difficulty next to impoſſible. 
Mir. Ceaſe to think ſo, 
The Wiſe and AQive conquer Difficulties, 
By daring to attempt 'em : Sloth and Folly 
Shiver and ſhrink at fight of Toil and Hazard, 
And make th' Impoſſibility they fear: 
Ev'n Memnon's Temper ſeems to give th* occaſion ; 
Of Wrong impatient, headlong to revenge; 
Tho' bold, vet wants that Faculty of thinking, 
That ſhould direct his Anger. Valiant Fools 
Were made by Nature for the Wiſe to work with ; 
They are their Tools, and'tis the Sport of Stateſmen, 
\When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together, 
Mag. What you've ſaid | 
Has wak'd a Thought in me which may be lucky ; 
Ere he was banifh'd for your Brother's Murder, 
There was a Friendſhip 'twixt us; and tho” then 
I left his barren Soil to root myſelf 
More ſafely under your auſpicious Shade, 
Yet ſtill pretending Ties of ancient Love, 


At his Arrival here Ill viſit him: 


Whence this Advantage may at leaſt be made, 
To ford his ſhallow Soul. 
Mir. Oh much, much more ; 
Twas happily remember'd ; nothing gulls 
Theſe open unſuſpecting Fools, like Friendſhip ; 
Dull heavy Things! Whom Naturehas left honeſt 
In mere frugality, to ſave the Charge 
She's at in letting out a thinking Soul: 
Who, ſince their own ſhort Underſtandings reach 
No further then the preſent, think even the Wiſe, 
Like them, diſcloſe the Secrets of their Breaſts, 
Speak what they think, and tell Tales of themſelyes, 
Thy Function too will varniſh o'er our Arts, 1 
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And ſanQify Diſſembling. 
Mag. Yet ſtill I doubt, 
His Caution may draw back, and fear a Snare. 
Mir. Tell him, the better to aſſiſt the Fraud, 
That ev'n | wiſh his Friendſhip, and would gladly 
Forget that Cauſe of Hate, which long has held us 
At mortal diſtance, give up my Revenge, 
A grateful Off ring to the public Peace. 
Mag. Could you afford him ſuch a Bribe as that, 
A Brother's Blood yet unaton'd ? 
Mir. No, Magas, 
Tt is not in the Power of Fate to raze 
That Thought from out my Memory : 
Eternal Night, tis true, may caſt a Shade 
On all my Faculties, extinguiſh Knowledge, 
And great Revenge may with my Being ceaſe; 
But whilft I am, that ever will remain, 
And in my lateſt Spirits ſtil] ſurvive, 
Yet I would have thee promiſe that, and more; 
The Friendſhip of the . the Reſtitution 
Of his command, and Honours, that his Daughter 
Shall be the Bride of Artaban; ſay any thing: 
Thou know'ſt the Faith of Courtiers, and their Oaths, 
Like thoſe of Lovers, the Gods laugh at em. 
Mag. Doubt not my Zeal to ſerve out Royal Miſtreſs, 
And in her Intereſt your's my Friend and Patron. 
Mir. My worthy Prieſt ! till be my Friend, and ſhare 
The utmoſt of my Pow'r ; by Greatneſs rais'd, 
[ Embracing. 
Thou, like the God thou ſerv'ſt, ſhalt ſhine aloft, 
And with thy Influence rule the under World. 
But ſee ! the Queen appears; ſhe ſeems to mule, 
Her thoughtful Soul labours with ſome Event 
Of high Import, which buſtles like aa Embryo 
In its dark Room, and longs to be di{cius'd. 
Retire, left we diſturb her. 


They retire c the fide of the Stage. Preſe 

Euter a Queen ds 4 : 1 And 

Qu. Be fix'd my Soul, fix'd en thy own firm Baſis ! 2 
Be conſtant to thyſelf; nor know the Weakneſs, : But « 
The poor Irreſolution of my Sex: | Be w 
Diſdain thoſe ſhews of Danger, that would bar. g The 


My 
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My Way to Glory. Ve diviner Pow'rs! a 
: By whom 'tis ſaid we are, from whoſe bright Beings 
"X Thoſe active Sparks were ſtruck which move our Clay; 
I feel, and I confeſs th' Ethereal Energy, 
That buſy reſtleſs Principle, whoſe Appetite 
"N Is only pleas'd with Greatneſs like your own : 
Why have you clogg'd it then with this dull Maſs, 
And ſhut it up in Woman? Why debas'd it | 
T'o an inferior Part of the Creation ? 
Since your own heavenly Hands miſtook my Lot, 
Tis you haveerr'd, not I. Could Fate e er mean 
Me for a Wife, a Slave to Tiribaſus ! 
To ſuch a Thing as he! a Wretch ! a Huſband ! 
Therefore in juſt Aſſertion of myſelf, 
I ſhook him off, and paſs'd thoſe narrow Limits, 
Which Laws contrive in vain for Souls born great. 
There is not, muſt not be a Bound for Greatneſs ; 
Pow'r gives a SanQtion, and makes all things juſt, 
XZ Ha! Mirza! Worthy Lord! I ſaw thee not, 
'% [Seeing Mirza. 

So buſy were my Faculties in Thought. 

Mir. The Thoughts of Princes dwell in ſacred Privacy. 
Unknown and venerable to the Vulgar ; [ Bowing. 
And like a Temple's innermoſt Receſſes, 

None enters to behold the hallow'd Myſteries, 

*X Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 
e x Qu. Wile Mirza ! were my Soul a Temple, fit 
Tor Gods and Godlike Counſels to inhabit, 
Thee only would | chuſe of all Maakind, 
To be the Prieſt, ſtill favour'd with Accefs ; 
Whoſe piercing Wit, ſway'd by unerring Judgment, 
Might mingle even with afſembled Gods, 
When they deviſe unchangeable Decrees, 
And cal] em Fate. 

Mir. Whate'er I am, each Faculty, 

The utmoſt Power of my exerted Soul, 
Preſerves a Being only for your Service ; 
And when | am not your's, I am no more, [ments. 

Qu. Time ſhall not know an End of my Acknowledg- 
But every Day of our continu'd Lives 
Be witneſs of my Gratitude, to draw 
The Knot, which holds our common latereſt, cloſer : 
Within 
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Within ſix Days, my Son, my Ar/aban, 
Equally dear to me as Life and Glory, 
In public ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone, 
And be my Pledge of everlaſting Amity. 
Mir. O Royal Lady ! you outbid my Service; 
And all Returns are vile, but Words the pooreſt. 


Qu. Enough ! be, as thou haſt been, ſtill my Friend, . 5 


I aſk no more. But I obſerve of late, 
Your Daughter grows a Stranger to the Court ; 
Know you the Cauſe ? 
Mir. A melancholy Girl ; 
Such in her Infancy her Temper was, 
Soft even beyond her Sex's Tenderneſs; 
By Nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 
For the Miſhaps of others, and fo make 
The Sorrows of the wretched World her own: 
Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 
Except when (only by ſome Maid attended) 
She ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary Grove, 
Or by the gentle Murmurs of ſome Brook 
Sits ſadly liſtning te a Tale of Sorrow, 
Till with her Tears ſhe ſwell the narrow Stream. 
Au. It is not well, theſe Thoughts muft be remov'd ; 
That eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spite, 
Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Beauty : 
But Love ſhall chaſe away theſe Clouds of Sadneſs ; 
My Son ſhall breathe ſo warm a Gale of Sighs, 
As ſhall diſſolve thoſe Iſicles that hang 
Like Death about her Heart. 
Attend us, holy Magas, to the King, 
Nor ceaſe to importune the mighty Gods 
To grant him Health, tho' much I fear in vain. 


[Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendant. 


Manet Mirza. 

This meddling Prieſt longs to be found a Fool : 
Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, 
Thoughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his Soothing ? 
Howe'er I gave his wiſe Propoſal way, 

Nay, urg'd him-to go on, the ſhallow Fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 

And make him firmly mine, ſpite of his Fears, 
And natural Inconſtancy. 
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While Choice remains, he will be ſtill nnſteady, 
And nothing but Neceſſity can fix him. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. 
Artax. Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 
We enter here like Strangers, and unlook'd for: 
XX Each buſy Face we meet with Wonder ſtarts, 
d, And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us. 
3 Mem. Well may th' ignoble Herd 
Statt, if with heedleſs Steps they unawares 
Tread on the Lion's Walk: a Prince's Genius 
X Awes with ſuperior Greatneſs all beneath him. 
With Wonder they behold the Great Arſaces 
2X Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 
In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did 
XX Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conqueſt, 
When all our Virgins met him on the Way, | 
And with their Songs and Dances bleſt his Triumph: 
No baſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women 
They ſtart at Majeſty, and ſeem ſurprized, 
As if a God had met'em. In Honour's Name, 
hy have we let this be? why have we languiſh'd, Wes 
And ſuffer'd ſuch a Government as th's 44 
d; Jo wafte our ſtrength, and wear our Empire low? 
# Artax. Curſe be the Means by which theſe Ills aroſe, 
Fatal alike to me as to my country; : 
Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, 
Has yet with Indignation only ſeen, 
Cut off by Arts of coward Prieſts and Stateſmen, 
(Whom I diſdain'd with ſervile Smiles to court) 
From the great Right which God and Nature gave 
My Birthright to a Throne. 
Mem, Nor Prieſts, nor Stateſmen, 
5, Could have compleated ſuch an Ill as that, 
If Women had not mingled in the Miſchief ; 
If Artemiſa had not by her Charms, 
And all her Sex's Cunning, wrought the King, 
Old, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in Greatneſs, 
Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 
Juft crawling on the Verge of wretched Life, 
A Burden to himſelf and his Friends Pity, 
Among his other Failings, to forget 
All that a Father and King could owe 
ile. To ſuch a Son as you; to cut you off From 
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Within ſix Days, my Son, my Artaban, 
Equally dear to me as Life and Glory, 

In public ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone, | 
And be my Pledge of everlaſting Amity. 3 Ar 
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Mir. O Royal Lady ! you outbid my Service; A Wee 
And all Returns are vile, but Words the pooreſt. Each 

Qu. Enough ! be, as thou haſt been, ſtill my Friend, And 
T aſk no more. But I obſerve of late, 4% M, 
Your Daughter grows a Stranger to the Court ; Start. 
Know you the Cauſe ? 78 

Mir. A melancholy Girl; 13 


Such in her Infancy her Temper was, 
Soft even beyond her Sex's Tenderneſs; 
By Nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 
For the Miſhaps of others, and ſo make 
The Sorrows of the wretched World her own: 
Her Cloſet and the Gods ſhare all her time, 
Except when (only by ſome Maid attended) 
She ſeeks ſome ſhady ſolitary Grove, 
Or by the gentle Murmurs of ſome Brook 
Sits ſadly liſtning te a Tale of Sorrow, 
Till with her Tears ſhe ſwell the narrow Stream. -p 
Au. It is not well, theſe Thoughts muft be remov'd ; 
That eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spite, 2 
Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Beauty : 
But Love ſhall chaſe away theſe Clouds of Sadneſs ; 
My Son ſhall breathe ſo warm a Gale of Sighs, 
As ſhall diſſolve thoſe Iſicles that hang 
Like Death about her Heart. 
Attend us, holy Magas, to the King, 
Nor ceaſe to importune the mighty Gods. 
To grant him Health, tho' much I fear in vain. 3 
[Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendant. 
Manet Mirza. A 
This meddling Prieſt longs to be found a Fool: 
Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, 
Thoughtleſs and dull, will liſten to his Soothing ? 
Howe'er I gave his wiſe Propoſal way, 
Nay, urg'd him to go on, the ſhallow Fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 
And make him firmly mine, ſpite of his Fears, 
And natural Inconſtancy. 
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While Choice remains, he will be ſtill nnſteady, 
And nothing but Neceſſity can fix him. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. 
Artax. Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 


We enter here like Strangers, and unlook'd for: 
X Each buſy Face we meet with Wonder tarts, 
And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us. 

Mem. Well may th' ignoble Herd 
Start, if with heedleſs Steps they unawares 


Tread on the Lion's Walk: a Prince's Genius 
Awes with ſuperior Greatneſs all beneath him. 
With Wonder they behold the Great Arſaces 
Reviv'd again in Godlike Artaxerxes. 
In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft they did 
Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conqueſt, 
When all our Virgins met him on the Way, 
And with their Songs and Dances bleſt his Triumph: 
Now baſely aw'd by factious Prieſts and Women 
They ſtart at Majeſty, and ſeem ſurprized, 
As it a God had met'em. In Honour's Name, 
Why have we let this be? why have we languiſh'd, 
And ſuffer'd ſuch a Government as th's 
Jo wafte our ſtrength, and wear our Empire low? 
Ariax. Curſe be the Means by which theſe Ills aroſe, 
= Fatal alike to me as to my country; ; 
Which my great Soul, unable to revenge, 
Has yet with Indignation only ſeen, 
Out off by Arts of coward Prieſts and Stateſmen, 
(Whom I diſdain'd with ſervile Smiles to court) 
From the great Right which God and Nature gave 
My Birthright to a Throne. | 
1 Mem. Nor Prieſts, nor Stateſmen, 
A Could have compleated ſuch an Ill as that, 
lf Women had not mingled in the Miſchief ; 
4 If Artemiſa had not by her Charms, 
And all her Sex's Cunning, wrought the King, 
Old, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in Greatneſs, 
Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 
Juſt crawling on the Verge of wretched Life, 
A Burden to himſelf and his Friends Pity, 
Among his other F ailings, to forget 
All thata Father and a King could owe 
To ſuch a Son as you ; to cut you off From 
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| Minutely every Circumſtance of Princes, 
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Wo. 
From your Succeſſion, from your Hopes of Empire, 4. 
And graft her upſtart Offspring on to Royalty. 1 
Arta x. But it J bear it, _ M: 
Oh may I live to be my Brother's Slave, IT The 


The Scorn of thoſe brave Friends that own my Cauſe ; - 8 
May you, my Father, ſpurn me for a Coward, 1 
May all my noble Hopes of Love and Glory 

Leave me to vile Deſpair. By Heav'n, my Heart 


That I this Day ſhall meet the Boy my Brother, 
Whoſe young Ambition with aſpiting Wings 
Dares ev'n to mate my Greatnels. 

Mem. Fame, that ſpeaks 


Deſcribes him bold, and fiercely fond of Power, 
Which ev'n in ſpite of Nature he affects : 
Impatieat of Command, and hardly deignin 
To be controul'd by his imperious Mother, 
'Tis ſaid too (as no Means were left untry'd, 
Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
With a ſuperior Right of Birth and Merit) 
That Books, and the politer Arts (which thoſe 
Who know admire) have been his Care; already 
He mingles in their Councils, and they truſt 
His Youth with Secrets of important Villany. 
The Crowd, taught by his Creatures to admire him, 
Stile him a God in Wiſdom. 

Artax. Be that his Glory : 
Let him with Pedants hunt for praiſe in Books, 
Pore out his Life amongſt the lazy Gown-men, 
Grow old and vainly proud in fancy'd Knowledge, 
Unequal to the Taſk of vaſt Ambition ; 
Ambition! the Defire of active Souls, 
That puſhes 'em beyond the Bounds of Nature, 
And elevates the Hero to the Gods. | 2 
But ſee! my Love, your beauteous Daughter comes, And 
And ev'n Ambition Sickens at her Sight. The 

Enter Ameſtris attended, . 

Revenge, and herce Deſires of Glory, ceaſe 
To urge my Paſſions, maſter'd by her Eyes; 
And only gentle Fires now warm my Breaſt. 
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x Father, to attend your Order. | 
Ameſ. I come, my r y x" 0 


Mem.*Tis well; and I would have thee ſtill be near me. 


The Malice of the Faction which I hate x 


Would vent itſelf ev'n 0a thy Innocence, 
Wert thou not ſaſe under a Father's Care. 

Artax. Oh ſay a Lover's too; nor can you have 
An Intereft in her Safety more than mine. 


Love gives a Right ſuperior ev'n to Nature; 

Or Love is Nature in the nobleſt Meaning, 
The Cauſe and the Preſerver of the World. 

X Theſe Arms, that long to preſs thee to my Boſom, 
For ever ſhall defend thee. 


Mem. Therefore, my Son, 


*X Vato your care I leave our common Charge: 


= T7igranes with our Friends expects my Orders: 


Thoſe when I have diſpatch'd, upon the Inſtant 


I will return, and meet at your Apartment. Exit Memnon. 


Artax. Come to my Arms, and let me hide thee there 


From all thoſe Fears that vex thy beating Heart ; 


Be ſafe and free from all thoſe fancy'd Dangers 
That haunt thy Apprehenſion. 


Ameſ. Can you blame me, 


If from Retirement drawn, and pleaſing Solitude, 
] fear to tempt this ſtormy Sea the World, 


FX Whoſe ev'ry Beach is ftrew'd with Wrecks of Wretches 


That daily periſh in it? Curit Ambition! 


Why doſt thou come to trouble my Repoſe, 
Who have ev'n from my Infancy diſclaim'd thee ? 
Artax. Ceaſe to complain, my Love, and let noThought, 
But what brings Peace and Joy, approach thy Breaſt. 
Let me impart my manly Fires to thee, 
To warm thy Fancy to a Taſte of Glory; 
Imperial Power and purple Greatneſs wait thee, 
And ſue for thy Acceptance: by the Sun, 
And by 4r/aces' Head, I will not mount 
The Throne of Cyrus, but to ſhare it with thee. 

Ame. Vain Shews of Happineſs ! Deceitful Pageantry ! 
Ah! Prince, hadſt thou but known the Joys that dwell 
With humbler Fortunes, thou wouldſt curſe thy Royalty. 
Had Pate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, 

Where only bleſt with Life's Neceſſities, 
We 
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We might have paſs'd in Peace our happy Days, 


Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring; 


There no Step-Mother, no ambitious: Brother, 
No wicked Stateſman, would with impious Arts 


Have ſtrove to wreſt from us our ſmall Inheritance; 


Or ſtir the ſimple Hinds te noiſy Faction: 


Our Nights had all been bleſt with balmy Slumbers, 


And all our waking Hours been crown'd with Love. 
Artax. Exquiſite Charmer ! now by Oroſmades,. 
T ſwear, thy each ſoft Accent melts my Soul: 
The Joy of Conqueſt, and immortal Triumph, 
Honour and Greatneſs, all that fires the Hero 
To high Exploits, and everlaſting Fame, 
Grow vile in ſight of thee. My haughty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting after Glory, 
Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 
Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtris. 
Ameſ. No, Son of great Arſaces,tho' my Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weakneſs, and would fly 
From Noiſe and Factibn, and from fatal Greatneſs ;. 
Yet for thy ſake, thou Idol of my Heart, 
(Nor will I bluſh to own the ſacred Flame, 
Thy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my Breaſt) 
For thy lov'd ſake, ſpite of my boding Fears, 
Fil meet the Danger which Ambition brings, 
And tread one Path with thee : Nor ſhalt thou loſe 
The glorious Portion which thy Fate deſigns thee, 
For thy Ameſtris Fears. 
Artax. Give me thoſe Fears; 
For all things will be well. 
Ame /. Grant it, ye Powers: 
This Day before your Altars will I kneel, 
Where all my Vows ſhall for my Prince be offer'd ; 
Still let Succeſs attend him, let Mankind 
Adore in him your viſible Divinity ; 
Nor will I importune you for myſelf, 
But ſum up all I aſk in Artaxerxes. 


Artax. And doubt not but the Gods will kind]y hear 


Their Virgin Votary, and grant her Pray'r ; 
Our glorious Sun, the Source of Light and Heat, 
Whoſe Influence chears the World he did create, 
Shall ſmile on thee from- his meridian Skies, 
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And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes; 
Thy Eyes, which, could his own fair Beams decay, 


Might ſhine for him, and bleſs the World with my 
[Exeunt, 
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An APARTMENT of the PALACE. 
Enter Memnon and Magas. 


Memon. 
H OSE who are wiſe in Courts, my holy Sir, 
Make Friendſhips with the Miniſters of State, 
Nor ſeek the Ruins of a wretched Exile, 
Left there ſhould be Contagion in Misfortunes, 
And make th* Alliance fatal. 
Mae. Friends like Memnon 
Are worth being ſought in Danger : Since this Age, 
Of moſt flagitious Note, degenerates 
From the fam'd Virtue of our Anceſtors, 
And leaves but few Examples of their Excellence, 
Whom ſhould we ſeek for Friendſhips but thoſe few, 
1 hoſe happy few, within whoſe Breaſts alone ; 
The Footſteps of loſt Virtue yet remain? 
Mem. I pry'thee Peace; for nothing miſbecomes 
The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flattery ; 
Flattery ! the meaneſt kind of baſe diſſembling, 
And only us'd to catch the groſſeſt Fools: 
Beſides, it ſlains the Honour of thy Function, 
Which, like the Gods thou ſerv'ſt, ſhould be ſincere. 
Mag. By that Sincerity, by all the Service 
My Friendſhip can expreſs, I would approve it ; 
And tho' I went not from Per/epolis 
Companion of your Exile, yet my Heart 
Was with you ſtill ; and what I couid I did, 
Beſeeching ev'ry God for your Return : 
Nor were thoſe Vows in vain, ſince once again, 
'Tis giv'n me to behold my Friend; nay more, 


Would you agree, to keep you here for ever. 
| Mem. 
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Mem. The Gods, tis true, are juſt, and have, I hope, 


At length decreed an end to my Misfortunes ; 
At leaſt they give me this, to die with Honour, 
When Life grows vile or burdenſome. 

Mag. By me they offer all that you can aſk, 
And point an eaſy way to Happineſs. 
Spare them the Wounds our wretched Country fears, 
The thouſand Ills which civil Diſcord brings. 
Oh till that Noiſe of War, whoſe dread Alarms 
Frighten Repoſe from Country Villages, 
And ſtir rude Tumult up, and wild Diſtraction 
In all our peaceful Cities. 

Mem. Witneſs for me, 
Ye awful Gods, who view our inmoſt Thovghts ! 
I took not Arms, till urg'd by Self-defence, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature. 
Impute not then thoſe Ills that may enſue 
To me, but thoſe who with inceſſant Hate 
Purſue my Life, whoſe Malice ſpreads the Flame 
To every part, that my devoted Fabric 
May in the univerſal Ruin burn. 


Mag. And yet ev'n there perhaps you judge too raſhly. 


Impetuous Paſſion hurries you ſo faſt, 
You cannot mark th' Advantage of your Fortune. 
Mem. Has not the Law been urg'd to ſet a Brand 
Of foul Diſhonour on my hoary Head ? 
Ha! am I not proſcrib'd ? 
Mag. Forget that Thought, 
That jarring grates your Soul, and turns the Harmony 
Of bleſſed Peace to curſt infernal Diſcord. 
Hate and its fatal Cauſes all ſhall ceaſe, 
And Memnon's Name be honour'd as of old, 
The bravefl and the moſt ſucceſsful V arrior, 
T he fortunate Defender of his Country. 
Mem.” Tis true (nor will it ſeem a Boaſt to own) 
I have fought well for Pera, and repay'd 
The Benefit of Birth with honeſt Service; 
Full fifty Years harneſs'd in rugged Steel, 
I have endur'd the biting Winter's Blaſt, 
And the feverer Heats of parching Summer: 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy Couches, 
Amidſt a Crew of Harlots and foft Eunuchs, 
| Were 
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Were at my Coft ſecure in Luxury: 
This is a Juſtice Mirza's Self muſt do me. 
Mag. Even he, tho' fatal Accidents have ſet 
A moſt unhappy Bar between your Friendſhip, 
Lamenting that there had been Cauſe of Enmity, 
And owning all the Merit of your Virtues, 
Will often wiſh Fate had ordain'd you Friends. [Courſe, 
Mem. Our God, the Sun, ſhall ſooner change his 
And all th' Impoſſibilities, which Poets 
Count to extravagance of looſe Deſcription, 
Shall ſooner be. | 
Mag. Yet hear me, noble Memnon : 
When by the Duty of my Prieſthood mov'd, 
And in juft Deteſtation of the Miſchiefs 
Inteſtine Jars produce, I urg'd wiſe Mirza, 
By his Concurrence, Help and healing Council, 
Jo ſtop thoſe Wounds at which his Country bleeds ; 
Griev'd at the Thought, he vow'd his whole Endeavour 
Should be to cloſe thoſe Breaches: 
That ev'n Ceauder's Death, and all thoſe Quarrels 
That long have nouriſh'd Hatred in your Houles, 
Should be in Jay of public Peace forgotten. [man, 
Mem. Oh could'ſt thou charm the Malice of a Statef- 
And wake him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge, 
Thy Preaching might reform the guilty World, 
And Vice wauld be no mare. rr. 
Mag. |= ev'n, the Queen 
Will biad the Canfirmation by her Son, 
And aſks the fair Ameſtris for Prince Artaban. 
Mem. Were that the only Terms, it were impoſſible. 
Mag. You wou'd not ſhun th' Alliance of a Prince ? 
Mem. No, for it is the Glory of my Fate, 
That Artaxerxes is delign'd my Son, 
With every Grace and: Royal Virtue crown'd; 
Great, juſt, and merciful, ſuch as Mankind 
(When in the Infant World firſt Goyernments 
Began by Choice) would have deſign'd a King. [give 
Mag. Unbounded Pow'r and Height of Greatneſs 
To Kings that Luſtre, which we think divine 
The Wile, who know 'em, know they are but Men, 
Nay ſometimes weak ones tao : the Crowd indeed, 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, 
Worſhip 
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Worſhip the Deity their Hands have made. 
The Name of Artaban will be as great 
As that of Cyrus, when he ſhall poſſeſs 
(As ſure as heſhall) is Throne. 
Mem. Ha! What means he ? 
This Villain Prieſt ! But hold my Ragea little, 


And learn Diſſimulation: I'll try him further. [Afide. 


You talk in Riddles, when you name a Throne, 
And Artaban ; the Gods, who portion out 
The Lots of Princes as of private Men, 
Have put a Bar between his Hopes and Empire. 
Mag. What Bar? 
Mem. The beſt, an elder Brother's Claim. 
Mag. That's eaſily remov'd ; the King their Father, 
On juſt and weighty Reaſons, has decreed 
His Scepter to the Younger ; add to this, 
The joint Concurrence of our Perſian Lords, 
Who only want your Voice to make it firm. 
Mem. Can I, can they, can any honeſt Hand, 
Join in an Act like this? is not the Elder 
By Nature pointed out for Preference ? 
Is not his Right inroll'd among thoſe Laws 
Which keeps theWorld's vaſt Frame in beauteous Order ? 
Aſk thoſe thou nam'ſt but now, what made them Lords? 
What Titles had they had, if Merit only 
Could have conferr'd a Right, if Nature had not 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſt-deſerving firſt, 
And ſtamp'd the noble Mark of Elderſhip 
Upon their baſer Metal ? : 
Mag. Sure there may be 
Reaſons of ſo much Pow'r and cogent Force, 
As may ev'n ſet aſide this Right of Birth; 
If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have em too. 
*T were an invidious Taſk to enter into 
The Inſolence, and other Faults which moy'd 
Royal Arſaces to a juſt Diſpleaſure 
Againſt his eldeſt Son, Prince Artaxerxes. [not 
Mem. Ha! dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare 
'To brand the ſpotleſs Virtue of my Prince 
With Falſhood of moſt baſe and damn'd Contrivance. 
tell thee, envious Prieſt, ſhould the juſt Gods 
Require ſevere Account of thy paſt Life, | 
And 


. 
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And charge Remembrance to diſpoſe thy Crimes, 
In Rank and hideous Order to thy View, 
Horror and Guilt of Soul would make thee mad. 
Mag. You take the Matter farther than I meant it : 
My Friendſhip only aims at your Advantage, 
Would point you out a way to Peace and Honour, 
And in return of this, your Rage unkindly 
Loads me with Injuries. 
Mem. Away ! I cannot bear thy baſe Diſſembling, 
My honeſt Soul diſdains thee and thy Friendſhip. 
How haſt thou dar'd to think fo vilely of me, 
That I would condeſcend to thy mean Arts, 
And traffick with thee for a Prince's Ruin? 
A Prince, the Joy and Honour of Mankind, 
As much ſuperior to the reſt of Kings, 
As they themſelves are above common Men ; 
And is the very Image of the Gods. 
Wert thou not privileg'd like Age and' Women, | 
My Sword ſhould reach thee, and revenge the Wrong 
Thy Tongue has done his Fame. 
Mag. Capratefel Lord ! 
Would'ſt thou invade my Life, as a Return 
For proffer'd Love? But let th' Event declare, 
How great a Good by me ſincerely offer'd, 
Thy dull Romantic Honour has refus d. 
And fince I have diſcharg'd the Debt I ow'd 
To former Friendſhip, it the Gods hereafter 
Send Ruin down, and plague thee with Confuſion, 
Remember me in vain, and curſe thy Folly. 
[Exit Magas. 
Mem. No, my Remembrance treaſures honeſt Thoughts, 
And holds not things like thee ; I ſcorn thy Friendſhip, 
And would not owe my Life to ſuch a Villain: 
But thou art hardly Saint enough to propheſy. - 


Were all thy Tribe like thee, it might well ſtartle 


Our Lay unlearned Faith, when through ſuch Hands 

The Knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man. 

But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all 

(Who like Intruders thruſt into their Service, 

And turn the holy Office to a Trade) 

Participate their ſacred Influence. . 

This then is your own Cauſe; ye awful Powers, 
B Revenge 
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Revenge yourſelves, your violated Altars, 
That thoſe who with unhallow'd Hands approach, 
May tremble at your Juſtice, 


&@CE NE... ou PIFELACT. 


Enter the Queen, Artaban, Mirza, Magas, and Attendants. 


Art. My Brother then is come ! 
Mir. My Lord, I ſaw bim, 
With him old haughty Memnon; as they paſs'd, 
With fierce Diſdain they view'd the gazing Crowd. 
And with dumb Pride ſeem'd to neglect that Worſhip 
Which yet they wilh'd to find: this way they move, 
Tis faid to ask an Audience of the King. | 
Queen. Mirza, tis well, I thank thy timely Care; 
Here will we face this Storm of Inſolence, 
Nor fear the noiſy Thunder, let it roll, 
Then burſt, and ſpend at once its idle Rage. 
Art. Why meet we thus like wrangling Advocates, 
To urge the Juſtice of our Cauſe with Words ? 
I hate this Parley, tis tame: if we muſt meet, 
Give me my Arms, and let us ſtake at once 
Our Rights of Merit and of Elderſhip, 
And prove like Men our Title. 
Mir. Twere unſafe, 
They come ſurrounded by a Crowd of Friends; 
To ſtrike thro' theſe were dangerous and raſh. 
Fate waits for them elſewhere with certain Ruin: 
From Mirza's Hand expect it. 
Queen. Be it ſo: 
Auſpicious Sage, I truſt thee with my Fortune, 
My Hopes of Greatneſs, do thou guide 'em all, 
For rhe and for thyſelf. My Son, give way, 
Nor let thy haſty Youth diſturb with Outrage 
The preſent neceſſary Face of Peace; 
Occaſions great and glorious will remain 
Worthy thy Arms and Courage. 
Art. | obey, 
And willingly refign th' unmanly Taſk. 
Words are indeed your Province. | 


Mir, My Royal Miſtreſs, 


Prepare 


[Exit Memnon. 
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Prepare to meet with more than brutal Fury 
From the fierce Prince and Memnen. 
Queen. Well I know 
The Inſolence and native Pride of each. 
With ſcurrile Taunts and blackeſt Infamy 
They load my Name: But let the Wretches rail, 
A Woman's Vengeance waits em. 
Mir. They are here. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. 
Artax. Ve tutelar Gods, who guard this Royal Fabric, 
And thou, O Oroſmades, the Protector 
Of the great Perfian Race, e er yet my Father, 
Royal Arſaces, mingle with your Godheads, 
Grant me once more to lay before his Feet 
His Eldeſt born, his once lov'd Artaxerxes, 
To offer my obedience to his Age; 
All that a Son can owe to ſuch a Father. 
You, who with haggard Eyes ſtare wildly on me, 
Tf (as by your Attendance here you ſeem) 
You ſerve the King my Father, lead me to him. 
Queen. And doſt thou wonder that Mankind ſhould ſtare, 
When Parricides and Rebels, in deſpite 
Of Nature, Majeſty, and Reverend Age, 
With impious Force and ruffian Violence, 
Would rob a King and Father of his Life, 
Cut off his ſhort Remains ?——— 
Art. Hal ſay'ſt thou, Woman ? 
I pr'ythee Peace, and urge not a Reply; 
I woutd not hold acquaintance with thy Infamy. 
Queen, Ye righteous Pow'rs, whoſe Juſtice awes theWorld, 
Let not your Thunders ſleep when Crimes like theſe 
Stalk in the open Ait. 
Artax. Thy Prieſt inſtructs thee, 
Elſe ſure thou hadſt not dar'd to tempt the Gods, 
And trifle with their Juſlice ; Canſt thou name it, 
And look on me? on me, whom thy curſt Arts 
Have ſtrove to bar from native Right to Empire, 
Made me a ſtranger to a Father's Love, 
And broke the Bands of Nature, which once held me 
The neareſt to his Heart ? 
Queen. Had he not reaſon, 
When thou with Rebel Inſolence didſt dare 
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To own and to protect that hoary Rufhan ; 
[ Pointing to Memnon, 


And in deſpite ev'n of thy Father's Juſtice, 
To ſtir the factious Rabble up to Arms Ot 
For him ; and make a Murd'rer's Cauſe thy own ? Ar 
Mem. ] had another Name (nor ſhouldſt thou move me, De 
Inſulting Queen, to Words, did not Remembrance Th 
With Horror ſting my Soul for Tiriba/us, Th 
Thy murder'd Lord) when by my fatal Orders, Ar 
And by his own high Courage urg'd, he fell, Un 
To make thy way to guilty Greatneſs eaſy. Sto! 
I thought him then a Traitor (for thy Arts An 
Had taught the Royal Mandate ſo to call him) 1 
Too big for public Juſtice, and on that Pretence By 
Conſented 1a the Snare that catch'd his Life ; 'Ti 
So my obedient Honeſty was made Th 
The Pander to thy Luft and black Ambition. No 
Except the Guilt of ttat accurſed Day, Wa 
In all my Iron Years of Wars and Danger, The 
From blooming Youth dow. to decaying Age, I to 
My Fame ne'er knew a Stain on foul Diſhonour 3 Dra 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art, IE 
The Cauſe and the Contriver of that Miſchief. 4 
Queen. What nam'(t thou Tiriba/m.! be his Guilt Thi 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think ta Cleander, Mer 
And let the Furies that eaquire for Blood, f 78 T ca 
Stir Horror up, and bittereſt Remorſe, Sug! 
To gnaw thy anxious Soul; Oh great Cleander: 9 1 And 
Unworthy was thy Fate, thou firſt of Warriors, 190-4 Les 
To fall beneath a baſe Aſſaſſin's Stab, 2 
Whom all the thirſty Inſtruments of Death Gua 
Had in the Field of Battle ſought in vain. A 
Mem. In ſight of Heaven, and of the equal Gods, Why 
I will avow that my Revenge was juſt ; Why 
My injur'd Honour could not aſk for leſs : | | Why 
Since herefus'd to do a Soldier's Juſtice, + . Forb 
Ius'd him as I ought. 5 0 2% | And 
ween. Amazing Boldneſs ! 7 May 
And dar'ſt thou call that Act a Soldier's Juſtice ? | And 
Didſt thou not meet him with diſſembled Friendſhip, Nay, 
Hiding the Rancour of in; Heart in miles? But | 
When he (whoſe open uniuſpertin; Nature 2, 


Thought 


at 


The Ambitious Step- Mother. 2.9 


Thought thee a Soldier honeſt as himſelf) 
Came to the Banquet as ſecure of Peace, 
By mutual Vows renew'd ; and in the Revel 
Of that luxurious Day, forgettiag Hate, 
And every Cauſe of ancient Animoſity, : 
Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth and Friendſhip : 
Then Memnon (at an Hour when few are Villains, 
The ſprigh:ly Juice infuſing gentler Thoughts, 
And kindling Love ev'n in the coldeſt Breaſts) 
Unequal to him in the Face of War, 
Stole on Cleander with a Coward's Malice, 
And ſtruck him to the Heart. 
Mem, By the ſtern God, 
By Mars, the Patron of my honour'd Wars, 
'Tis baſely falſe. In his own drunken Brawl 
The Boalter fell. I bore his laviſh Tongue, 
Nor thought him worth my Sword, till (his cold Temper 
Warm'd with the Wine) he dar'd me to the Combat ; 
'Then pleas'd to meet him in that Fit of Valour, 
I took him at his Word, and (with my Sword 
Drawn againſt his in equal Oppoſition) 
I kill'd him while it laſted. 
Artax. Ceaſe we, my Friend, 
This Women's War of Railing ; when they talk, 
Men ſhould be till, and let Noiſe tire itſelf, 
I came to find a Father, tho' my Fears 
Suggeſt the worſt of Evils to my Thoughts, 
And make me dread to hear Arſace Fate: 
Lead, Memnon, to the Preſence. 
Queen. Prince, you pals not; 
Guards, keep the Door ; the King your Father lives— 
Artax. Ha | if he lives, why lives he not to me? 
Why am I thus ſhut out and baniſh'd from him ? 
Why are my Veins rich with his Royal Blood ? 
Why did he give me Life, if not to ſerve him? 


; Forbid me not to wait upon his Bed, 


And watch his ſickly Slumbers, that my Youth 

May with its Service glad his drooping Age, 

And hiscold Hand may bleſs me ere he die. 

Nay, be a Queen, and rob me of his Crown. 

But let me keep my Right to filial Piety. [Duty 
Nueen, Well haſt thou urg'd the ſpecious Name of 
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To hide deform'd Rebellion : Haſt thou not 
With thy falſe Arts poiſon'd his People's Loyalty? 
What meant thy pompous Progreſs thro' the Empire? 
Thy vaſt Profuſion to the factious Nobles, 
Whoſe Intereſt ſways the Crowd, and ſtirs up Mutiny? 
Why did thy haughty, fierce, diſdainful Soul 
Stoop to the meaneſt Arts which catch the Vulgar ? 
Herd with 'em, fawn upon em, and careſs em ? 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy Wrongs, 
And make them Judges of thy Father's Jultice ? 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luft of Power 
Has funk thy Father more than all his Years, - 
And made bim wither in a green old Age. 
Artax. Falſe all as Hell: Not had Iarm'd my Friends 
But to defend that Right——— 
Queen. Doſt thou not come, 
Impatient of Delay, to haſten Fate? 
To bring that Death, the lingering Diſeaſe 
Would only for a Day or two defer ? 
Artax. I hear thee, and diſdain thy little Malice, 
That dares to ſtain my Virtue with a Crime 
It views with moſt Abhorrence ; but Reproach 
Is loſt on thee, ſince Modeſty, with all 
The virtues that adorn thy Sex, is fled, 
Queen. Audacious Rebel! 
\Artax, Infamous Adultereſs ! 
Stain of my Father's Bed, and of his T hrone ! 
Art. Villain, thou ly'ſt. O Madam, give me way, 
[To the Queen, who holds bim, drawing his Sword. 
Whatever bars my Fury, calls me baſe, 
Unworthy of the Honour of your Son. 
Queen. Hold, Artaban ; My Honour ſuffers not 
From his lewd Breath, nor ſhall thy Sword profane 
With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this Place, 
To Peace and ſacred Majeſty devoted. 
Artax. Ha]! Who art thou? 
Art. The Son of great Arſaces. 
Artax. No, tis falſe ; thy forging Mother's damn'd Con- 
trivance, [ Pointing to Mirza. 
Seek for thy Father in that plotting Fellow, 
The Hero's Race diſclaims thee, Wh y doſt thou frown, 
And knit thy Boyiſh Brow ? Doſt thou dare ought 
| Worthy 
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Worthy the Rank of the Divine Arſaces? 

If ſo, come forth, break from that Woman's Arms, 

And meet me with thy good Sword like a Man. 
Art. Ves, Artaxerxes, yes; thou ſhalt be met: 

The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance, 

And one of us is doom'd to fink for ever, 

Nor can I bear a long Delay of Fate, 

But wiſh the great Deciſion were ev'n now : 

Proud and Ambitious Prince, I dare like thee 

All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 

Immortal Thirſk of Empire fires my Soul ; 

My Soul, which of ſuperior Power impatient, 

Diſdains thy Elderſhip ; therefore in Arms 

(Which give the nobleſt Right to Kings) I will 

To Death diſpute with thee the Throne of Cyrus. 
Artax. Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger 

O Energy Divine of great Ambition, 

That can inform the Souls of beardlefs Boys, 

And ripen 'em to Men in ſpite of Nature ! 

tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Cauſe, 

For which the Gods might wage immortal War. 

Then let my Soul exert her utmoſt Virtue, 

And think at leaſt thou art Ar/aces' Son, 

T hat the Idea of thy fancy'd Father 

May raiſe and animate thy leſſer Genius 

And make thee fit to meet my Arm in Battle. 

Art. Oh doubt not but my Soul is charm'd with Great- 
So much it rivals ev'n the Joy of Knowledge [neſs, 
And ſacred Wiſdom. What makes Gods divine, 
But Power and Science infinite ? 

Hear only this ; our Father preſs'd by Age, 
And a long Train of Evils which that brings, 
Languiſhes in the laſt Extremes of Life : 
Since thou wouldſt blot my Birth with baſe Diſhonour, 
Be this my proof of filial Piety, 
While yet he lives, ceaſe we our Enmity ; 
Nor let the hideous Noiſe of war diſturb 
His parting Soul. 

Artax. I take thee at thy Word: 
Let his Remains of Life be Peace betwixt us, 
And after that let all our Time be War. 


member when we meet, ſince one muſt fall, 
B 4 Who 
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Who conquers and ſurvives, ſurvives to Empire. 
[Exeunt ſeverally Queen andArtab. Artax. Mem.cum /uis.] 
Manent Mirza and Magas. 

Mir. Moſt fortunate Event ! which gives us more 
Than ev'n our wiſhes could have aſk'd. This Truce 
Gives lucky Opportunity for thinking ; 

"Twill lull theſe thoughtleſs Heroes to Security. 

Mag. Th' approaching Feſtival will more confirm it: 
Of all thoſe ſacred Times which heretofore 
Religion has diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
And to the Service of the Gods devoted, 
This has been ſtill moſt venerable held. 
Among the Vulgar, Toil and Labour ceaſes, 
With Chaplets crown'd they dance to the ſhrill Pipe, 
And in their Songs invoke thoſe milder Deities, 
That ſoften anxious Life with Peace and Pleaſure ; 
Slaves are enfranchis'd, and inveterate Foes 
Forget, or at the leaſt ſuſpend their Hate, 
And meet like Friends. Pernicious Diſcord ſeems 
Out-rooted from our more than Iron Age: 
The Gods are worſhip'd with unuſual Reverence, 
Since none, not ev'n our Kings, approach their Temples, 
With any Mark of War's deſtructive Rage, 
But Sacrifice unarm'd, 

Mir. A lucky Thought 


Ts in my Mind at once compleatly form'd, 


Like Grecian Pallas in the Head of Jove. 
When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their Friends, 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy Rites, 
To-morrow at the Altars bow unarm'd, 
Orchanes with a Party of the Guards, 

Who in my Palace ſhall this Night be plac'd, 
May at that private Door which opens into 
The Temple, ruſh at once, and ſeize em all. 
The Heads once ſafe, the mean and heartleſs Crowd 
With eaſe may be diſpers'd. 

Mag. What you propoſe 

Wears a ſucceſsful Face, were it as innocent: 

An Act of ſuch outrageous Profanation 

May ſhock the thoughts ev'n of our cloſeſt Friends, 
And make 'em ſtart from an abhorr'd Alliance, 
That draws the Vengeance of the Gods upon 'em. 


Mir. 
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Mir. Art thou the firſt to ſtart a Doubt like that? 

Art thou (who doſt inſpire their Oracles, 

And teach 'em to deceive the eaſy Crowd 

In doubtful Phraſe) afraid of thy own Gods ? 

In every change they were on thy ſide (till, 

And ſure they will not leave thee now for Trifles. 
The Gods ſhall certainly befriend our Cauſe, 

At leaft not be our Foes, nor will they leave 
Their happy Seats (where free from care and Pain, 
Bleſs d in themſelves alone, of Man regardleſs, 
They loll ſerene in everlaſting Eaſe) 

To mind the trivial Buſineſs of our World. 

Mag. But more I fear the ſuperſtitious Vulgar, 
Who tho' unknowing what Religion means, 

Yet nothing moves'em more than zealous Rage 
For its Detence, when they believe it violated. 

Mir. | was to blame to tax the Prieſt with Scruples, 
Or think his Care of Intereſt was his Conſcience. [ 4/ide. 
My Caution ſhall obviate all thy Fears ; 

We will give out that they themſelves deſign'd 

To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 

No matter, tho' it ſeem not very probable ; 

More monſtrous Tales have oft amus'd the Vulgar. 

Mag. | yield to your Direction; and to ſtrengthen 
The Eaterprize, will ſecretly diſpoſe 
A Party of my own within the Temple, 

To join with your's. 

Mir. It joys my Heart to think 
That I ſhall glut my Vengeance on this Memnon : 
That I ſhall fee him ſttive in vain, and curſe 
The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lion, 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woads, 
And dar'd the boldeſt Huntſmen to the Combat; 
Till catch'd at length within ſome hidden Snare, 
With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 
And roars; and rolls his fiery Eyes in vain, 

While the ſurrounding Swaias at pleaſure wound him, 
And make his Death their Sport ; ; 

Thus Wit ſtill gets the Maſtery over Courage. 

Long time unmatch'd in War the Hero ſhone, 

And mighty Fame in Fields ot Battle won; 
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[Exeunt. c 


Till one fine Project of the Stateſman's Brain, 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 
And renders all his boaſted Proweſs vain. 
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n. 
A Garden belonging to Mitza' Palace. 


Cleone is diſcover'd lying on a Bank of Flowers, 


Beliza attending. 
Song, by B. Stote, E 
P O MN a ſhady Bank repos'd, 


Philanthe, amorous, young, and fair, 


Sighing to the Groves diſclos d 
The Story of her Care.. 


The Vocal groves give ſome Relief, 
While they her Notes return ; 

The Waters murmur o'er her Grief, 
And Echo ſeems to mourn. 


A Swain that heard the Nymph complain, 
In pity of the Fair, 

Thus kindly flrove to cure her Pain, 
And eaſe her Mind of Gare. | 

'Tis juft that Love ſhould give you reft, 
From Love your Torments came; 

Take that warm Cordial to your Breaſt, 
And meet a kinder Flame. 


How wretched muſt. the Woman prove, 
(Beware, fair Nymph, Beware } 

Whoſe Folly feorns another's Love, 
And ccuris ber own Deſpair ? 


Cleo. Oh Love! Thou Bane of an unhappy Maid ! 


Still art thou buſy at my 2 Heart! 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul wit 


And make my Ruin pleafing ! Fondly I try, 
By Gales of Sighs and Floods of ſtteaming Tears, 


2 


thy ſoft Images, 
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Still! 
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To vent my Sorrows, and aſſwage my Paſſions: 
Still freſh Supplies renew th' exhauſted Stores. 
Love reigns my Tyrant, to himſelf alone 
He vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt, 
And Baniſhes all Thoughts of Joy for ever. 
Bel. Why are you nil thus cruel to yourſelf ? 
Why do you feed and cheriſh the Diſeaſe, 
That preys on your dear Life? How can you hope 
To find a Cure for Love in Solitude? 
Why rather chooſe you not to ſhine at Court ?. 
And in a thouſand gay Diverſions there, 
To loſe the Memory of this wretched Paſſion ? 
Cleo. Alas ! Beliza, thou haſt never known 
The ſatal Power of a reſiſtleſs Love: 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it ; 
In Courts and "Temples it purſues us till, 
And in the loudeſt Clamours will be heard : 
Pr grows a part of us, lives in our Blood, 
And every beating Pulſe proclaims its Force. 
Ohl think not then that I can ſhun myſelf; 
The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows. 
Bel. Allow me then at leaſt to ſhare your Grieſs; 
Companions in Misfortunes make 'em lels ; 
And I cou!d ſuffer much to make you eaſy. 
Cleo. Sit by me, genile Maid, and while I tell: 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, 
If thou in kind Compaſſion of my Woes, 
Shalt ſigh or ſhed a Tear for my miſhap, 
My grateful Eyes ſhall pay it back with Intereſt. 
Help me to rail at my too eaſy Heart, 
That raſhly entertain'd this fatal Gueſt : 
And you, my Eyes, why were you till impatient 
Of any other fight but Artaxerxes ? 
Why did you make my Woman's Heart accquainted 
With all the thouſand -Graces and Perfections, 
That dreſs the lovely Hero up for Conqueſt ? 
Bel. Had you oppos'd this Paſſion in its infancy, 
Ere time had given it ſtrength, it might have dy d. 
Cleo. That was the fatal Error that undid me: 
My Virgin Thoughts, and unexperienc'd Innocence, 
Found not the Danger till it was too late. 2 
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And tho' when firſt ] ſaw the charming Prince, 
I felt a pleaſing Mocion at my Heart, 
Short-breathing Sighs heav'd in my panting Breaſt, 
The mounting Blood fluſh'd in my glowing Face, 
And dy'd my Cheeks with more than uſual Bluſhes, 
I thought him, ſure, the Wonder of his Kind, 
And wilh'd my Fate had giy'n me ſuch a Brother: 
Yet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that all, 
Like me, beheld and bleſs'd him for his Excellence. 
Bel. Sure never hopeleſs Maid was curs'd before 
With ſuch a wretched Paſſion ; all the Gods 
Join to oppoſe. your Happineſs ; tis ſaid 
This Day the Prince ſhall wed the fair Ame/tris. 
Cleo, No, my Beliza, 1 have never known 
The pleafing Thoughts of Hopg: certain Deſpair 
Was born at once, and with my Love increas'd. 
Bel. Think you the Piince has e'er perceiv'd your 
Thoughts? 4 
Cleo. Forbid it, all ye chaſler Powers, that favour 
The Modeſty and innocence of Maids : 
No, till my Death, no other Breaſt.but thine 
Shall e'er participate the fatal Secret, 
O could I think that he had ever known 
My hidden Flame, Shame and Confuſion 
Would force my Virgin Soul to leave her Manſion, 
And certain Death enſue. l 
Thou nam'ſt che fair Ameſtris, didſt thou not? 
Bel. Madam, I did 
Cleo. J envy not her Happineſs. 
Tho' ſure few of our Sex ate bleſs'd like her 
In ſuch a Godlike Lord. 
Would I had been a Man! 
With Honour then I might have ſought his Friendſhip. 
Perhaps from long Fxperience of my Faith, 
He might have lov'd me better than the reſt. 
Amidſt the Dangers of the horrid War, 
Still had I been the neareſt to his fide : 
In Courts and Triumphs ſtill had ſhar'd his Joys. 
Or when the ſportful Chaſe had call'd us forth, 
Together had we cheer'd our foaming Steeds, 
Together prels'd the Savage o'er the Plain : 
And when 0'er- labour'd with the pleaſing Toil, 
| ; Stretch d 
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Stretch'd on the verdant Soil had ſlept together, 
But whither does my roving Fancy wander ? 
Theſe are the ſick Dreams of fantaſtick Love, 


go in the Calenture the Seaman fancies 


Green Fields and flow'ry Meadows on the Ocean, 
Till leaping in, the Wretch is loſt for ever. 

Bel. Try but the common Remedies of Love. 
And let a ſecond Flame expel the firſt. 

Cleo. Impoſſible ; as well thou may'ſt imagine, 
When thou complain'ſt of Heat at ſcorching Noon, 
Another Sun ſhall riſe to ſhine more kindly. 
Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown 
So fond of the Deluſion that has charm'd me, 
| hate the officious Hand that offers Cure. 

Bel. Madam, Prince Artaban ! 

Cleo. My cruel Stars! 

Do you then envy me my very Solitude? 

But Death, the Wretch's only Remedy, 

Shall hide me from your hated Light lor ever. 
Enter Artabar. 

Art. Ah, lovely Mourner! (ll, ſtill wilt thou blaſt 

My eager Love with unauſpicious Tears? 
When at thy Feet I kneel, and ſue for Pity, 
Or juſtly of thy cold Regards complain, 

Still wilt thou only anſwer me with Sighs ? - 

Cleo. Alas! my Lord, what anſwer can I give, 
If till I entertain you with my Grief ? 

Pity the Temper of a wretched Maid, 

By Nature fad, and born the Child of Sorrow : 
In vain you ask for Happineſs from me, 

Who want it for mylelf. 

Art. Can blooming Youth, 

And Virgin Innocence, that knows not Guilt, 
Know any Cauſe for Grief ? 

Cleo, Do but ſurvey 
The miſerable State of Human Kind, 

Where Wretches are the general Increaſe, 
And tell me if there be not Cauſe for Grief. 

Art. Such Thoughts as theſe, my fair Philoſopher, 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks and hollow Eyes ; 

The Marks which Years ſet on the wither'd Sage : 


The geniig Gogdeſs, Nature, wiſely has 
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Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty. 

The God of Love ſtands ready with his Torch 

Tolightit at thy Eyes, but till in vain, 

For ere the Flame can catch, 'tis drown'd in Tears. 
Cleo. Oh ! name not Love, the worſt of all Misfor- 


The Common Ruin of my Eaſy Sex, [tunes; | 


Which I have ſworn for ever to avoid, 

In memory of all thoſe hapleſs Maids, 

That Love has plung'd in unexampled Woes. 
Art. Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, 

Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe. 

Alas ! thy Frozen Heart has only known 

Love in reverſe, not taſted of its Joys ; 

The Wiſhes, ſoft Deſires, and pleaſing Pains, 

That center all in moſt extatic Bliſs, 

Oh, lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Treaſure 

Of Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature gives; 

The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay; 

By her fair ſelf, and by her Son ſhe ſwears, 

Thy Beauties are devoted to her Service. 

Lo ! now ſhe ſhoots her Fires into my Breaſt, 

She urges my Deſires, and bids me ſeize thee, . 


[Taking ber band and kiſſing it. 


And bear thee as a Vidtim to her Altar: 
Then offer up ten thouland thouſand ]oys, 
As an amends for all thy former Coldneſs. | 
Cleo. Forbear, my Lord; or I muſt ſwear to fly, 
For ever from your Sight. 
Arta. Why doſt thou frown, 
And damp the riſing Joy within my Breaſt ? 
Art thou refoly'd to force thy gentle Nature, 
Compaſſionate to all the World beſide, 
And only to me cruel? Shall my Vows,. 
Thy Father's Interceſſion, all be vain ! 
Cleo. Why do you urge my Father's fatal Power, 
To curſe you with a ſad unlucky Bride? 
Caſt round your Eyes on our gay Eaſtern Courts, 
Where ſmiling Beauties, born to better Fate, 


Give ſoy to the beholders : 


There bleſs ſome happy Princeſs with your Vows, 
And leave the poor Cleone to her Sorrows, 
Arta. What Queens are thoſe of molt celeſtial Form, 
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Whoſe Charms can drive thy Image from my Heart ? 
Oh were they caſt in Nature's faireſt Mold, 
Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining Train of Stars, 
Kind as the (ſofteſt She that ever claſp'd 
Her Lover, when the Bridal-Night was paſt ;; 
I ſwear I would prefer thee, O Cleone, 
With all thy Scotn and cold Indifference, 
Would chooſe to languiſh and to die for thee; 
Much rather than be bleſs'd, and live for them. 

Cleo. O Prince ! itis too much : nor am I worthy 
The Honour of your Paſſion, ſince tis fix'd. 
By certain and unalterable Fate; 
That I can never yield you a Return: 
My Thoughts are all to chaſte Diana vow'd, 
And I have ſworn to die her Virgin. Votary. 

Art. Impoſſible ! thou canſt not give away 
Mine and thy Father's Right, ev'n to the Gods: 
Diana will diſown th' unjuſt Donation, 
Nor favour ſuch-an Injury to Love. 
To every Power Divine I will appeal, 
Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe him to be partial, 
Their Altars now expect us: Come, fair Saint, 
And if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, 
Their juſſice muſt decree my Happineſs, 
Reward my Sufferings, and my Flame approve, 
For they themſelves have felt the Power of Love. 

[ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. The Temple of the Sus. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, and Attendants. 


Artax. Tis done! Tis done! Oh let me find ſome Way 

To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaſt, 

Leſt I grow mad with Height of furious Bliſs, 

The holy Prieſt has ty'd the ſacred Knot, 

And my Ameſtris now is all my own. 

Oh thou ſoft Charmer ! thou excelling Sweetneſs 

Why art thou not tranſported all like me ? 

I ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes, 

If thou art calm in this Exceſs of Happineſs. 
Ame. Alas! my Lord, my panting Heart yet * 

n 
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In vaſt ſuſpenſe between unruly joys 
And chilling Fears. Somewhat methinks there is 
That checks my Soul, and ſays | was too bold 
To quit the Pleaſures of my Virgin State, 
To barter 'em for Cares and anxious Love. 
Artax. Theſe are the Fears which wait on every Bride, 
And only ſerve for Preludes to her Joys; 
Short Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of thy Heart, 
Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Defires. 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Night 
Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o'er thy Bluſhes. 
Theſe little cold unneceſſary Doubts 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms : 
And when I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs (if there be room for Words, 
Or ev'n for Thoughts) that all thoſe Thoughts are Bliſs, 
Ameſt. Yet ſurely mine are more than common Feats: 
For, Oh ! my Prince, when my foreboding Heart 
Surveys th' uncertain State of human Joys, 
How ſecretly the Malice of our Fate 
Unſeen purſues, and often blaſts our Happineſs 
In full Security ; I juſtly dread, 
Leſt Death or Parting, or ſome unſeen Accident 
Much worſe, if poſſible, than each ot theſe, 
Should curſe us more than ever we were bleſs'd. [Power 
Artax. Doubt not the Gods, my Fair, whoſe righteous 
Shall favour and protect our virtuous Loves. 
If ſtill thou apprehend'ſt approaching Danger, 
Let us make haſte and ſnatch th' uncertain Joy, 
While Fate is in our Power. 
Now let us ſtart, and give a looſe to love, 
Feaſt ev'ry Senſe with each luxurious Pleaſure, 
Improve our Minutes, make 'em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods: 
If atter this, Death or IIl- fortune comes, 
It cannot injure us, ſince we already 
Have liv'd and been before-hand with our Fate. 
Ameſt. Oh! let me eaſe at once my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareſt Lord my worſt of Fears; 
"There is an Ill which more than Death I diead: 
Should you, by Time and long Fruition ſated, 
Grow faithleſs, and forget the loſt Ameſris; 
Forget 
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Forget that everlaſting Truth you vow'd, 
'Tho' ſure I ſhould not publicly complain, 
Nor to the Gods accuſe my perjur'd Prince, 
Yet my ſoft Soul would fink beneath the Weight; 
I ſhould grow mad, and curſe my very Being, 
And wiſh I ne'er had been, or not been lov'd. [for us, 
Artax. Doſt thou ?—when every happier Star ſhines 
And with propitious Influence gilds our Fortune, 
Doſt thou invent fantaſtic Forms of Danger, 
And fright thy Soul with Things that are impoſlible ? 
Now by the potent God of Love, I ſwear, 
I will have ample Vengeance for thy Doubts. 
My ſoft complaining Fair, ſhalt thou not pay me 
In Joys too fierce for Thought, for theſe 5uſpicions? 
The Bands which hold our Love are knit by Fate, 
Nor ſhall decaying Time or Nature looſe em. 
Beyond the Limits of the filent Grave, 
Love ſhall ſurvive, immortal as our Beings : 
And when at once we climb yon azure Skies, 
We will be ſhown to all the Bleſs'd above, 
For the moſt conſtant Pair that e er deſerv'd 
To mingle with their Stars. 
Ameſt. Tis true, tis true; 
Nor ought I to ſuſpect thee. O my Hero! 
The Gods have form'd thee for the neareſt Pattern 
Of their own Excellence and perfect Truth. 
O let me fink upon thy gentle Boſom, 
And, bluſhing, tell how greatly I am bleſs'd. 
Forgive me, Modeſty, it here | vow 
That all the Pleaſures of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the preſent Rapture : 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaſt, 
And while I fondly gaze upon thy Face, 


. Er'n Thought is loſt in exquiſite Delight. 


Artax. Oh thou delicious perfect Angel Woman! 
Thou art too much for mortal Senſe to bear: 
The vernal Bloom and F ragrancy of Spices, 
Wafted by gentle Winds, are not like thee. 
From thee, as from the Cyprian Queen of Love, 
Ambroſial Odours flow; my every Faculty 
Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal Pleaſure, 
O glorious God of Day, fly ſwiftly forward, a 
And 


42 The Ambitious Step-Mother. 


And to thy Siſter's Rule reſign the World. 
Nor haſte to riſe again, but let the Night 
Long bleſs me with her Stay, that thy Return 
At morn may find me happieſt of my kind. 
Enter Memnon. 
My Father ! Is there an Increaſe of Joy ? 
What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more? 24 
Mem. Ve Bleſſings of my Age ! whom when I view, 
The Memory of former Woes is loſt. 1 
Oh Priace ! Well has this glorious Day repay'd 
My Youth and Blood ſpent in Ar/aces' Service. 
Nor, had the Gods indulg'd my vaineſt Wiſhes, 
Durſt I have afk'd for ſuch a Son as you are. 
But I am roughly bred, in Words unknowing, 


Nor can I phraſe my Speech in apt Expreſſion, & Mi 
To tell how much I love and honour you : With 
Might I but live to fight one Battle for you, = He'll 
Tho' with my Life I bought the Victory, | A Cre 
Tho' my old batter'd Trunk were hew'd to pieces, Hono 
And ſcatter'd o'er the Field, yet ſhould I bleſs Who 
My Fate, and think my Years wound up with Honour. By w 


Artax. Doubt not, my noble Father, but ev'n yet 


A large Remain of Glory is behind. 
When civil Diſcord ſhall be reconcild, 
And all the Noiſe of Faction huſh'd to Peace, 


Rough Greece alike in Arts and Arms ſevere, 
No more ſhall brand the Perian Name with Softneſs. 
Athens and Sparta wond'ring, ſhall behold us, 
Strict in our Diſcipline, undaunted, patient 
Of War's ſtern Toil, and dread our hoſtile Virtue. 
Thoſe ſtubborn Commonwealths, that proudly dare 
Diſdain the glorious Monarch of the Eaf, 
Shall pay their Homage to the Throne of Cyrus. 
And when with Laurels cover'd we return, 
My Love ſhall meet, and ſmiling bleſs our Triumph, 
While at her Feet I lay the Scepters of the World. 
Mem. Oh glorious Theme! By Heav'n it fires my Age 
And kindles Youth again in my cold Veins 
Artax. Ha | Mirza and the Queen ! retire my Fair ; 
Ungentle Hate and brawling Rage ſhall not The 6 
Ditturb thy Peace, to which this happy Day * fer 
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Is doubly ſacred. Forward, to the Altar. 
4 [Exeunt Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, Memnon, 
and Attendants. 
Enter at the other Door, Queen, Mirza, and Alten- 
dants. 
Mir. All are diſpos'd, and Fate but waits our Orders 
For a deciding Blow. 
Qu. Your Caution was 
Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my Son 
Too raſhly with a Secret of this Nature: 
The Youth, tho' great of Soul, and fond of Glory, 
Yet leans to the fantaſtic Rules of Honour, 
Would heſitate at ſuch an Act as this, 
= Tho' future Empire ſhould depend upon it. | [ledge, 
= Mir. When Time ſhall add experience to that Know- 
= With which his early Youth is richly fraught, 
& He'll be convinc'd that only Fools would loſe 
= A Crown for notionary Principles. 
Honour is the unthinking Soldier's Boaſt, 
EX \V hoſe dull Head cannot reach thoſe finer Arts, 
By which Mankind is govern'd. 
1 Qu. And yet it gives a Luſtre to the Great, 
And makes the Crowd adore em. 
Mir. Your Son ſhall reap 
The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guilt : 
You, Madam, when the ſacred Hymns are finiſh'd, 
Muſt with the Prince retire ; our Foes when ſeiz d, 
Within the Temple may be beſt ſecur'd, 
Till you diſpoſe their Fate. 
Ju. The Rites attend us; [Solemn Muſick is heard. 
This Day my Son is Monarch of the Eaſt. 
Mir. Lend us, ye Gods, your Temples but this Day, 
You ſhall be paid with Ages of Devotion, 
And after this for ever undiſturb'd, 
Brood o'er your ſmoaking Altars. 
[Exeunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendants 


K 
The Scene opening. ſhewvs the Altar of the Sun, Magas, and 


ſeveral ather Prieſts attending. Solemn Mufic is heard : 
then enter on one fide Memnon, Artaxerxes, Ameſtris, 
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and Attendants : on ihe other fide the Queen, Mirza, A. 
taban, Cleone, Cleanthes, and Attendants : they al 1 | 
bow toward; the Altar, and then range themſelves on eaci 
fide of the Stage, while the following Hymn is perform 
in Parts, and Chorus by the Prieſts. Is 


HYMN yo the Sun, WILLIAM SnirPPEN, a 


Motion and Form from thee receive. 
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ATL, Light, that doubly glad; our Sphere, 1 

Glory and Triumph of the Year | ba: 
Hail, Feſtival, for ever ble, 1 
By the adoring raviſb d Eaſt ! 


Hail, Mithras, mighty Deity ! 
For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sea, 
From thee their Origin derive, 


When Matter yet unacted lay, 

No fooner thou infus'd'/{ thy Ray, 
But the dull Maſs its Power obey d. 
But an harmonious World was made, 


Which ſtill, when thou withlraw'ſt thy Beams, 
An undiſtinguiſt d Chaos ſeems ; 

For what are Objects without Sight ? 

Or Viſion when invold d in Night ? 


Night is an univerſal Grawe, 

Where things but doubtful Beings have, 
Till then thy Beams illuminate, 

And, as it were, again create. 


Chorus, Cc. 


Hail, Source of immaterial Fire, 
That ne er began, can ne er expire; 


Whoſe Orb, with ftreaming Glories fraug ht, 
Dazzles the Ken of human Thought ! 


All the dependant Spheres above, 
By thy Dire&ion ſhine and move : 
All purer Beings here heloab, 

From thy immediate Eſſence flow. 


What is the Soul of Man, but Light, 


Drawn down from thy tranſcendent Height ? 
What 
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A hat but an intelletual Beam? 
= A Spark of thy immortal Flame ? 
each 4 ; For as thou rulft with gladſome Rays 
n Hh The greater M orld, fo this the leſs : 
Th Ana like thy own diffuſive Soul, 
bp Shoots Life and Vigour thro the M hole. 
05 f Since then from T hee at firſt it came, 


To thee, tho' clogg'd, it points its Flame 
And conſcious of ſuperior Birth, 
be . Deſpiſes this unkindred Earth, 


Chorus, Oc. 


Hail, Oroſmades, Pow'r Divine 
Permit us to approach thy Shrine; 
Permit thy Votaries to raiſe 

Their grateful Voices to thy Praiſe, 


Thou art the Father of our Kings, 

The Stem whence their high Lineage ſprings ; 
The Sow'reign Lerd that does maintain 

Their uncontroll'd and boundleſs Reign. 


O then aſſiſt thy drooping Son, 

Il ho long has grac d our Perſian Throne ! 
O may Je yet extend his ba 

Me yet Arſaces' Rule obey ! 


Let thy Vitality impart | 
New Spirits to his fainting Heart; 

Let him, like thee (from whom he |prung ) 
Be ever active, ever young. 


Chorus, Oc. 


len the Muſicl is ended, Memnon, Artaxerxes, Ec. 
| Ducen, Artaban, Tc. go F as they enter d ſeverally, on- 
ly Mirza comes forward, and the Scene ſhuts ; be looks f 
ter Ameftris going out, and then ſpeaks, 

[Breaſt ? 
Mir. What means this foreign Warmth within my 
Is this a time tor any Thought but Vengeance? 
That fatal Beauty dazzles mv weak Senſe, 
And plaſts the Reſolution of my Soul: 
My Eyes in Conttadiction to my Purpoſe, 
Stil bent to ker, and drunk the Poiſon in; 
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bat While 
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While I ſtood ſtupid in ſuſpenſe of Thought, 
And now like Oil my flaming Spirits blaze ; 
My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is ſcorch'd, 


nter J 


Arta 


And I am all one Fury. Feeble Mirza / d: 
Canſt thou give way to Dotage, and become o do 
The Jeſt of Fools ? No! 'tis impoſlible : Orc 
Revenge ſhall rouze, and with her iron Whips hich 
Laſh forth this lazy Ague from my Blood, ho uw 
This Malady of Girls. Remember, Stateſman, 4.14 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, is 8 
And ſummon all thy Counſels to their Aid, m1! 
Ev'n thy whole Soul. It wo' not be: Aneftrit Ahe ne 
Still riſes uppermoſt in all my Thoughts, nat r 
The Maſter-piece of Nature. The Boy God anſt t 
Laughs at my Rage, and triumphs o'er my Folly, Thy io 
[A tumultuous Noiſe is heard. Unwor 

Ha ! by the Gods 'tis doing! Now, my Stars, yg ct me 
Be kind, and make me Maſter of my Wiſh at once. Af not, 
Enter Magas. o muc 

But ſee, the Prieſt Why doſt thou ſtare and tremble ? Mhe co 
Have we ſucceeded ? ſay ; and eaſe my Fears. s Beal 
Mag. My Soul is pierc'd with Horror! Every God Mem 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeance. nd h. 
The Temple reels, and all its pond'rous Roof c the 
Nods at the Profanation. ad th 
Mir. Baſe and fearful ! ut kn 
How can thy wretched Soul conceive ſuch Monſters ! Fa 
Canſt thou, who wouldſt be great, be ſuperſtitious ? My Mi 
But tis the Coward's Vice. Say, are our Enemies ſecur'd? WF Mir. 
Mag. They are; the Prince, old Memnon, and his The m 
Davghter, WClande 

Are in Orchanes Hands, only Tigranes And wi 
With ſome of leſſer Note are fled. Appear 
Mir. No matter : Why I 
Theſe are the Soul, the reſt a liſefeſs Maſs, That b 
Not worth our Apprehenſion. And ci 
Mag. Will you ſtay, That f 
To meet the furious Thunder of their Rage? Thyſe 
Mir. I will : Thou may'ſt retire, and ſummon back In bitte 
Thy ſcatter'd Spirits : Let not the Crowd ſee Men 
Thy Fears; twill make thee vile and cheap among em. Of all 
[Exit Mags. To an) 
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er Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Ameſtris, Priſoners, Or- 
chanes and Guards. 

Artax. Slave! Villain! Anſwer, ſay, how haſt thou 

4 dard 

o do this Inſolence? 

== Orch. I know my Orders, 
hich from the Queen my Miſtreſs I receiv'd, 
ho will avow her own Authority. [poſſible ? 
Artax. Ha! from the Queen? She durſt not tis im- 
iris Sacrilege ! 'tis Treaſon ! 'tis Damnation! 
am I not Artaxerxes? Born to Empire, 

he next Degree to Gods. O thou bright Sun! 
nat roll'ſt above, the Object of our Worſhip, 
anſt thou behold, and not avenge thy Race ? 
hy injar'd Race? If I could ought admit 
aworthy of thy great Original, 
et me be doom'd to fall this Villain's Slave. 

Uf not, why am I made the Scorn of Wretches 
o much below me, that they hardly ſhare 

he common Privilege of Kind; but are 
s Beaſts to Men 
Men. See where the Maſter Villain ſtands ! Unmov'd 
and harden'd in Impiety, he laughs 
i the fictitious Juſtice of the Gods, 
and thinks their Thunder has not Wings to reach him, 
aut know, the Joy thy Triumph brings is ſhort: 

Ny Fate (if the Gods govern) or at leaſt . 
My Mind's beyond thy reach, and ſcorns thy Malice. 
Mir. Dull valiant Fool, thy Ruin is the leaſt, 
he moſt ignoble Triumph of my Wit. 

WC/:axder's Blood aſks for ſubſtantial Vengeance, 

And when the Thought that labours in my Breaſt 

Appears in Action, thou ſhalt know the Cauſe 

Why I remain to view thy hated Face, 

That blaſts me with its Preſence ! thou ſhalt know it, 

And curſe thyſelf, curſe the ill-omen'd Day 

That gave thee Birth ; renouncing all the Gods, 

Thyſelf of them renounc'd, ſhall fink to Hell 

In bittereſt Pangs, and mingle with the Furies. 
Mem, Unhallow'd Dog, thou ly'ſt ! The utmoſt Force 

Of all thy ſtudy'd Malice cannot move me 

To any Act that miſbecomes my Courage; 


75 
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And if the Gods in trial of my Virtue, 
Can yield my Life up to thy Hangman's Mercy, 
FI! ſhew thee with what eaſe the Brave and Honeſt 


Can put off Life, till thou ſhalt damn thy Arts, Sooth 
Thy wretched Arts, and Impotence of Malice. That 
Mir. Reſt well aſſur d, thou ſhalt have cauſe to try My R 
The philoſophic Force of paſſive Virtue. And t 
Artax. O Death to Greatneſs ! Can we fall ſo low, 'Tis ! 
To be the ſlaviſh Objects of his Mirth ? Am 
Shall my juſt Rage and violated Honour Let us 
Play the Buffoon, and miniſter to Laughter ? lt gro 
Down, down, my ſwelling Heart, hide thy Reſentments, Here | 
Nor proſtitute the cuffled Majefty Thy! 
Of injur'd Princes to the gazing Crowd, Of cr 
My Face ſhall learn to cover the Emotion The 
My wounded Soul endures. Ha! my Ameſtris ! And 
My Love! my Royal Bride! the Spoiler, Grief, Who | 
Defaces every Feature : like the Deluge Delay 
'That raz'd the Beauties of the firſt Creation : Art 
I cannot bear it : Villains, give me way. Lo. 
[ He breaks from the Guards that hold him, ard Whoſ 
catches hold of Ameſtris. Y Think 
Oh! let me hold thee in my throbbing Boſom, Andi 
And ſtrive to hide thy Sorrows from my ſight: ui 
1 cannot ſee thy Griefs ; and yet I want 1 
The Power to bring Relief. hot! 
Ameſt, Ah! No, my Prince; 4 
There are no Remedies for Ills like ours; i Mer 
My helpleſs Sex by Nature ſtands expos'd by. 
To all the Wrongs and Injuries of Fortune: o D 
Defenceleſs in myſelf, you were my Refuge, In my 


You are my Lord; to whom ſhould I complain, 
Since you cannot redreſs me? Were you not Am 
The Honour, Joy, and Safety of Ameſtris ? 


For you alone I liv'd, with you alone Orc 
I could be happy : O my Artaxerxes | Tis 11 
One Influence guides our conſenting Stars, Art 
And itil! together we are bleſs'd or curs'd. Thou 

Mir. With a malignant Joy my Ears drirk in Me, 
Her each harmonious Accent, every Glance * Orc 
Goes to my Heart, and (tirs alternate Motions Arta, 


Of Heat and Cold; a lazy Pleature now 
Thrills 


* 


its, 


wills 
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Thrills all my Veins, anon Deſire grows hot, 

And my old Sinews ſhrink before the Flame. Jade. 
Arta x. Go on, and charm me with thy Angel's Voice, 

Sooth and aſſwage the Fury in my Breaſt, 

That urges me to unbecoming Paſſhon : 

My Rage grows cool amidſt thy ſoft Complainings ; 

And tho' thou talk'ſt of Woes, of Death, and Ruin, 

Tis Heaven to hear thee. 
Ameſt. Since this is all our wretched Conſolation, 

Let us indulge our Grief, till by long uſe 

It grows habitual, and we loſe the Pain. 

Here on the marble Pavement will we fit, 

Thy Head upon my Breaſt ; and if Remembrance 

Of cruel Wrongs ſhall vex thy noble Heart, 

The Murmur of my Sighs ſhall charm the Tumult, 

And Fate ſhall find us calm : Nor will the Gods, 

Who here inhabit and behold our Sufferings, 

Delay to end our Woes in Immortality. [Gods, 
Artax. Ha ! ſay'ſt thou? Gods! Yes certain there are 

To whom my Youth with Reverence ſtill has bow'd, 

Whoſe Care and Providence are Virtue's Guard ; 

Think then, my Fair, they have not made us great, 


And like themſelves, for miſerable Ends. 


Mir, Gods might behold her, and forget their Wiſdom. 
; | A ſide. 
But I delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy Ear. 
[Mirza whiſpers Orchanes, an exit. 
Mem.My Children! you were ſtill my Joy and Happi- 
Why am I made your Curle ? This hated Head, [neſs. 
To Death devoted, has involv'd your Innocence 
ln my Deſtruction. 
[ Guard's Jay hold on Artaxerxes and Ameſtris, 
Ameſt. Alas! My Father! 
Artax. Barbarous Dogs ! What mean you ? 
Orcha. Convey the Lady to Lord Mirza's Palace, 
'Tis the Queen's Will ſhe ſhall be there confin'd. 
Artax. Thou canſt not mean fo damn'd a Villany 
Thou dar'ſt not, ſhall not part us: Fate cannot do it. 
Mem. Curſed Old-Age | why have tiv'd to ſee this? 
Orcha. Force 'em atunder. 
Artax. Hew off my Limbs, ye Dogs? I will not looſe em. 
Oh 
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Oh Devils! Death and Furies! my Wife ! my lord And pu 
| Ameſiris That b 
 Ameſ. My Lord, my Huſband !—— —_—_ Cl. 
[Orchanes and one Party of the Guards force Artaxerxe: ¶MRtreak e 
and Memnon off one way, and the other Party bear: And w 
Ameſtris another. =Miſchic 
Re-enter Mirza. And wi 
Mir. This was moſt noble Miſchief ! it ſtung home, MThe W 
*Twas Luxury of Vengeance——'twas not ill From t 
To keep aloof : theſe boiſterous Beaſts have Paws, if. 


nk Art. 

And might have ſcratch'd : The Wiſe ſhou'd not allow WWF orbid. 

A Poſſibility to Fortune's Malice. lt muſt 

| Now to the reſt ; this Prince, this Husband, dies : ny Art: 

1 To-morrow's Dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. Ca. 

| This Night let 'em deſpair, and ban, and rage, WT You ſhi 

4 And to the wooden Deities within = 2. 

10 Tell frantic Tales: my Hours ſhall paſs more pleaſingly Worth; 
If Love (which yet I know not) can give Pleaſure. * 

Love! what is Love? the Paſſion of a Boy, _ 2 

That ſpends his Time in Lazineſs and Sonnets : And G 

Luſt is the appetite of Man; and ſhall 5 ma 

Be ſated, till it loath the cloying Banquet. Witch 

The Wiſe are privileg'd by human Frailty he gr 

To tafte theſe Pleaſures, but not dwell upon em; And th 

They marr and dull the Faculty of Thinking: vet for 

One Night I ſafely may indulge in Riot, =—_ -/ /aces 

'Tis politic Lewdneſs, and aſſiſts my Vengeance; .. 

I wiil grow young and ſurteit on her Charms, To mo 

Her luſcious Sweets; then riſing from her Arms, For tho 

The nauſeous, momentary Joy forget, Yet fin 

And be my ſelf again; again be Wiſe and Great. And al 

Exit Mirza, Twas 

And les 
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Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion | 
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ud publick Faith be violated ? "Tis an Injury : 
That beards both Gods and Men, and dares their Juſtice. 
Cra. The fearful Crowd already take th' Alarm, 
x21 Break off their ſolemn Sports, their Songs and Dances, 
And wildly in tumultuous Concert join; 

Miſchief and Danger fit in every Face, 
And while they dread the Anger of the Gods, 
BE The Wiſe, who know th' Effects of popular Fury, 
rom them expect that Vengeance which they fear. 
=_ A4r:. The ſacred Power of Majeſty, which ſhould 
ES Forbid, owns and proteQts the Violence. 
t muſt not, ſhall not be: Who ſteals a Crown 
By Arts like theſe, wears it unworthily. ; 
= Clea. The Queen, your Mother, Sir, ſhe will expect 
Lou ſhould approve that AQ her Power has done. 
k Art. Ill meet her as I ought, and ſhow myſelf 
Worthy the noble Rivalſhip of Empire. 

Enter the * — Mirza, and Attendants. 
Auen. My Son, I come to joy you of a Crown 
And Glory certain now; your Fate at length 
aas maſter'd that malignant Influence 
Wich which it ſtruggled long: you are a King, 

IT T he greateſt that our Eaſern World beholds ; 
And tho' my widow'd Bed be Cauſe for Grief, 
vet for thy ſake, my Son, I joy to ſay, 
=— -r/aces is no more. 
... Twere vain and fooliſh 
To mourn his death with ceremonious Sorrow ; 
For tho' he dy'd the greateſt of our Race, 
Yet fince decaying Age had ſunk him low, 
And all the native Majelly was loſt, 
"Twas time the Soul ſhould ſeek for Immortality, 
And leave the weary Body to enjoy 
An honourable Reſt from Care and Sickneſs : 
Peace to his Aſhes, and eternal Fame 
Dwell with his Memory ; while we who live 
Look back with Emulation on his Greatnels, 
And with Jaborious Steps ſtrive to aſcend 
That Height where once he lat. 
Queen. Thou haſt already 
Attain'd the lofty Summit of his Glory ; 
His Throne expects thee but to fit and fl it. 
C 2 Art, 
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Art. No, Madam, when the Gods chooſe worthy Sub- 
On whom to place ſuch Greatneſs, they ſurround [jeQs 


The glorious prize with Toil and thorny Danger, 


And bid the Man-who would be Great, dare greatly, 


Be it for dull elder Brothers to poſſeſs 
Without deſerving ; mine'sa nobler Claim, 
Nor will I taſte the Godlike Joys of Power, 
Till Men and Gods with Juſtice ſhall confeſs 
"Tis barely the Reward ot what I merit. 

Deen. What means my Son? 

Art. To wreſtle for a Crown. 

Queen. With what fantaſtic Shadow wouldſt 
The haughty Rival of thy Hopes is fall'n; 
He ſives indeed, but tis to grace thy Triumph, 
And bow before thee; then be ſwept away 
Like the Remembrance of an idle Dream, 
Which tho” of Yeſternight, is now forgotten. 


Art. It grieves me much to ſay, my Royal Mother, 


] cannot take a Crown upon theſe Terms, 
Tho' even from your Hands: The conſcious Virtue 
That witneſſes within my Breaſt for glory, 
Points me to Greatneſs by the Paths of Honour, 
And urges me io do as a King ought, 
That would not wear his Purple as the Gift 
Of impious Treachery and baſe Deceit. 

Queen. Amazement turns my Senſes! Or I dream! 
For ſure thou can'ſt not mean fo poor a Folly. 
Haſt thou been bred in the wiſe Arts of Empire? 
Been early taught to know the Worth of Power ? 
And wouldſt thou loſe the golden Opportunity 
With which thy Fortune courts thee, for a No jon ? 
An empty Sound of Virtue ? A dry Maxim, 
Which Pedants have devis'd for Boys to canvas ? 
Can my ſon think ſo meanly ? Go, ſet free 
(Since Honour bid) this Lordly Elder Brother, 
Bow like a Slave before him, wait his pleaſures, 
And live dependant on his ſcanty Penſion ; 
He may reward thy ſervile Loyalty, 
And make thee Ruler of ſome petty Province, 
In Recompence of Royalty giv'n up. 

Art. No; (tho' I muſt confeſs I would not! old him 
Caught in a Villain's Snare, nor do a Murder 
Unworthy of a Hangman) yet to death 
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I fill defy him as my mortal Foe. 
And fince my Father's Fate diſſolves that Truce, 
To which I ſtood engag'd, 'tis War _ 
Amidit the ſteely Squadrons will I ſee 
This haughty Brother, by his Friends ſurrounded, 
And back'd with all th' Advantage of his Birth ; 
Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword, 
He falſly brands me for a bookifh Coward, 
That Nature's Error only gave him Preference, 
Since Fate meant me the King. 

Queen. A Mother's Care is watchſul for thy Safety, 
Elſe wert thou loſt, thou honourable Fool ; 
Long migheſt thou vainly kunt in bloody Fields 
For that Advantage which thy willing Fortune 


p Nov reaches to thy. Hands: In Battles with 


Uncertain Wings the wavering Goddeſs flies, 
And oft with partial Hand beſtows her Favour 
On Fools and thick- ſkall'd Heroes; ſeize her now, 
While ſhe is thine, or ſhe is loſt for ever. 
Art. No matter, let her fly; the Eagle Virtue 
Shall ſoar beyond her, and command her flight : 
Fortune is not my Miſtreſs, but my Slave. 
Poſterity, that reads the Name of Artaban 
In the Records of Empire, ſhall not bluſh 
To think I plotted with a knaviſh Prieſt, 
The Scandal of his venerable FunQion, 
And Mark of the Gods Vengeance, to betray 
A Prince my Enemy; as if being conſcious 
Of leſſer Worth, and of unequal Courage, 
I durſt not fatrly ſtrive with him for Greatneſs. 
Let the abhborr'd and impious Treachery 
Obſcurely die unknown to future Ages ; 
Or if our Shame muſt be deliver'd down, 
By all the King'y Hopes that fire my Soul, 
It ſhall not paſs without a Brand of Puniſhment. [rarely 
Nueen. * Tis wondrous well! Young Man, you king it 
You mean to be renown'd for early Juſtice, 
And mark your oſtentatious Love of Virtue, 
Ev'n in their Bloods who lift you up to Power: 
Perhaps we too ourſelf muſt be arraign'd 
Before your puny Bar, and feel your Ax; 
C3 'Twill 


Wr 0 — 2 
3 = 1 * 
1 4 * ? ' are 


bg, — xm. + 


* 


7 22 — 


— I 


54 The Ambitious Step- Mol ber. 


Twill be a noble Subject for your Praiſe, 
And yield much Matter to declaiming Flatterers. 


Art. You, Madam, are my Mother, Nature blinds me N 


And bids me ſee no Faults in her that bore me; 
Thoſe other Slaves that dare 

Queen. May be immortal, 
For aught that thou canſt do to cauſe their Fate. 
Is not thy Power the Creature of my Favour, 
Which in precarious wiſe on me depending, 
Exiſts by my Concurrence to its Being? 
Miſtaken Youth ! whoſe giddy Brain Ambition 
Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapours, turn d; 


Think'ſt thou that 1, whoſe Soul was form'd for Sway, 


Would lay the golden Reins of Empire down ? 
Or truſt em to the Guidance of a Boy, 
Who ſhall diſpoſe of me, or theſe that ſerve me, 
According to the DiQates of old Morals, 
His bearded Tutor gleans from muſty Authors ? 
Art. Nay then, 'ts time I ſhould exert myſelf ; 
And tho” you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods 
(Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, 
And ſtampt the Mark of Greatneſs on my Soul) 
I claim my Right to Empire: may! fall 
Vile and forgotten, if ever own + 
Any ſuperior Being, but thoſe Gods. 
Queen. Thou rav'ſt, and has forgot me. 
Art. No, you are 
My Mother, and a Woman, form'd to obey; 
Oa that Condition all the Sex's Privileges 
Are founded: the creating Hand has mix'd 
Softneſs and Beauty in your Compoſition, 
To charm and bend the Mind of Man, impatient 
Of the ignoble Pleaſure ; you were made for 
The Weakneſs and Neceſſities of Nature: 
Vil are your feeble Souls for Greatneſs ſuited : 
Defire of Government is monſtrous in you. 


Queen. Thou mighty Goddeſs, Nature! doſt thou hear 


This Rebel Son ? this infolent Upbraider, 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Boſom? 
To build whoſe future Greatneſs to the Skies, 
My anxious Soul has labour'd more than when 
I felt a Mother's Sorrow for his Birth: 
Ungrateful Boy 
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EK now, Fool! that vaunt'ſt thyſelf upon thy Manhood, 
TT be greateſt He thy rougher Kind e'er had, 
Muſt have confeſsd Woman's ſuperior Wit, 
ad own'd our Sex's juſt Prerogative. 
Vid not a Mother's Fondneſs plead hard for thee, 
8 Thy Head ſhould pay the Forfeit of thy Inſolence; 
Por know, young King, that I am Fate in Perſia, 
And Life and Death depend upon my Pleaſure. [Gods 
, Art. The World would be well govern'd, ſhould the 
Depute their Providence to Women's Care, 
And truſt them with the Fate of Kings and Empires. 
= 2zen. Yet thou art ſafe. Away, nor tempt me further. 
The Patience ev'n of Gods themſelves has Limits, 
Tho' they with long Forbearance view Man's Folly, 
Yet if thou til] perſiſt to dare my Power, 
Like them I may be urg'd to loote my Vengeance, 
And tho' thou wert my Creature, ſtrike thee dead. 
Mir. Beſeech you, Sir, retire ; the Queen your Mother, 
Labours with wiſeſt Foreſight for your Good, 
And is incens'd to ſee you thwart that Purpoſe, - 
Art. What is the Good of Greatneſs, but the Power ? 
Madam, I leave you; my own innate Virtue 
Arms me againſt your Rage, unjuſt and impotent: 
Wait but the great Succeſs my Soul divines, - - 
And you will own your little juggling Arts 
Have only ferv'd to obſttuct awhile my Glory, 
And ſkreen this elder Brother from my Conqueſt. 
[Exeunt Artaban and Cleanthes. 
Jueen. Some envious Pow'r above, ſome hoſtile Demon, 
Works underhand againſt my ſtronger Genius, 
And countermines me with Domeſtic Jars. 
Malicious Chance! When all abroad was ſafe, 
Jo ſtart an unſeen Danger from myſelf! 
Mirza, didſt not thou mark the haughty Boy? 
With what aſſuming Pride he own'd his Daring, 
And claim'd Superiority of Power ? 
Oh can I live and bear to be controul'd? 
To ſhare the Pleaſure of ſupreme Command 
Wich him or any one? Oh Artemiſa, 
Didit thou diſdain SubjeRion to a Huſband, 
[he proudeſt Title of that Tyrant Man, 
C 4 | And 
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And canſt thou yield t' a Boy, a Son, by Nature 
And grateful Duty to Obedience bound ? 

Mir. Madam, let me intreat you, by the Gods, 
To calm your juſt Reſentments: Medling Fortune, 
(Whoſe Malice labours to perplex the Wile) 

If not prevented, will unravel all 
Thoſe finer Arts, which we with Care have wove. 
The Prince led on by this Pernicious Honour, 
May ſet the Pris'ners free; think, if that happen, 
To what a Shock of Fate we ſtand expos'd. 

Queen. Tis true; this fooliſh Honqur ruins all. 

Ridiculous Notion ! as if Self-Intereſt 
Were not the firſt and nobleſt Law of Nature. 

Say then, wiſe Lord, and let thy ready Wit, 

Still preſent to itſelf, avert this Blow. 

Mir. One Method, tho' ungentle, yet remains 

To remedy the Fears this Ill produces; 

This Inſtant let a Guard confine the Prince, 

Ere he can gain the Means teffeR that Miſchief 
He meditates againſt himſelf and us: 

'To Morrow, early as the Morning dawns, 
The Priſoners all ſhall die; that once diſpatch'd, 
This raging Fit of Honour will relax, 
And give him leiſure to conſider coolly 
1H Advantage of his Fortune, 
Queen. You have Reaſon ; 
And tho? I fear his haughty Temper will 
But badly brook Confinement, he muſt learn 
Lo bear it as he can; perhaps*twill bend him, 
And make his Youth more pliant to my Will. 
Mir. Your orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoon, 
Each Minute of the flying Hours is precious. 
D2ucen, The Eunuch Bagoas, let him attend us, 
He ſhall receive Inſtructions on the Inſtant. 
[Exeunt the Queen and Mirza ſeveral. 


SCENE I. Mirza's Palace. 


Enter Cleone in a Man's Habit, with a Dark-Lanthorn, 
Beliza following. 


Cleo. Ve gentle Powers, who view our Cares with Pity, 


wo 
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; Lend your Compaſſion to the poor Ameſtris. 
on my Beliza ! was not thy Soul wounded, 
To bear (when now we paſt by her Apartment) 


The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings ? 
By Heav'n my aking Heart bleeds for her ſufferings. 

Bel. Tis ſure ſhe feels the bittereſt Pangs of Woe ; 

And were not all my Thoughts to you devoted, 

Her Grief would deeply fink into my Soul, 

Why will you tempt alone ten thouſand Dangers ? 
Your Father's and the furious Queen's Reſentments ? 
The cruel Guards, and all thoſe fatal Accidents, 
Which in the Horror of this dreadful Night 

Might ſhake the Reſolution of a Man ? 

Cleo. Prythee no more; thou know'ſt I am reſolv'd, 

And all thy kind Advice is urg'd in vain ; 
Thy fond miſtaking Fears — the Danger 
More dreadful than it is: This Maſter-key 
Admits me thro' that Paſſage to the Temple, 
By which the Guards, who ſeiz'd the unhappy Prince: 
This Morning, enter'd ; that of all thereſt 
Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 
Aſſiſted by the friendly Veil of Night, 
We' may conduct him thro' my Father's Palace 
In ſafety to the Street; there undiſtinguiſh'd 
Amongſt the buſy diſcontented Crowd, 
That ſwarm in murmuring Heaps, he may retire ;; 
Nor ſhall my Father or the Queen &'er know 
The pious Fraud my Love was guilty of. 
Bel. Yet ſtill I fear — 
Cleo. No more, retire and leave me; 
My drooping Heart ſits lighter than it's wont, 
And cheerfully preſages good Succeſs. 

Bel. Where ſhall I wait you? 

Cleo. At my own Apartment. 

Bel. The mighty Gods protect you: 

Cleo. Softly : Retire. [Exit Beljzaz. 
What Noiſe was that? — The Creature of my Fears, 
In vain, fond Maid, wouldſt thou belye thy Sex, 

Thy coward Soul confeſſes thee a Woman, 
A fooliſh, raſh, fond Woman. Where am I going? 
To fave my Godlike Hero. Oh my. Heart! 
It pants and trembleg ; ſure tis Joy, not Fear: 
| C5 The: 
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The Thought has giv'n me Courage; I tall ſave him. Like ce 


TT hat darling of my Eyes. What if I fail? Then 
Then Death is in my reach, and ends my Sorrows. guy So 
Sberving a Dagger, But no 
Why doſt thou ſhake my Hand, and fear 9 N Now, 
This Inſtrument of Fate? If I ſucceed, And jo 
Vet Artaxerxes will not live for me ; Now | 
And my Deſpair will want thy friendly Aid. My Fo 
Death ev'ry way ſhuts up my gloomy Proſpect. Arie 
then there be that Letbe and Ehſium, Am ne 
Which Prieſts and Poets tell, to that dark Stream To be 
My Soul, of Life impatient, ſhall make haſte. A Boy 
One —_ Draught my Quiet ſhall reſtore, And b 
And Love forgotten, ne'er diſturb me more. And b 
[Exit Cleone. Ml * = 
4 nd t 
SCENE II. gt 7 
n 

A Night-Scene of the Temple of the Sun. * 
Enter Artaxerxes and Memnon. _— 
Artax. Still "tis in vain ! this idle Rage is vain ; * 
And yet my ſwelling Paſſions will a, wink ; har 

And rend my labouring Breaſt till they find vent, 4 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me — * 
Great like yourſelves, and as a King, to be. Oy 
Your ſacred Image? Was it but for this? ; * 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, B 
Like the falſe Object of miſtaken Worſhip ? Tho 
Why rather was [I not a peaſant Slave, Whe 
Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, M 0 
And to my deſtin'd Load inur'd betimes ? F 
Mem, The Malice of our Fate were not compleat, A 
Had we not been by juſt Degrees to Happineſs M 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down | A 
In an Abyſs of Woes. Early ſucceſs Wh 
Met and attended all my youthful Wars; Hea 
And when l ruſh'd amidſt the dreadful Battle, The 
The weaker Genii of our Afian Monarchs Forc 


Shtunk from the Force of a ſuperior Fate; 
O'er-match'd theyfell, and by my Sword were we, 4 
Like 
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Like common beings from the glorious Field. 
T hen was the Day of joyous Triumph, then, 


i | My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 


But now=-what am 1 now? O damn'd Reverſe of For- 


WF Now, when my Age would be indulg'd in eaſe, [tune ! 
And joy in Pleaſure of my formet Fame, 


Now I am curs'd ; held at a Villain's Mercy, 


My Foes Deriſion, and the Scorn of Cowards. Thought! 


Artax. Oh Torture of my Soul ! damn'd racking 
Am not I too reſerv'd for ſervile Vaſſalage? 
To be the ſubject of a Boy's Command? 
A Boy by Nature ſet beneath my Sway, 
And born to be my Slave! Shall he triumph, 


And bid me live or die? Shall he dilpolc 
one, 


His beardleſs Viſage to a ſcornful Smile, 

And tell me that his Pleaſure is my Fate? 

No ; my difdainful Soul ſhall ſtruggle out, 
And ſtart at once from its diſhonour'd Mankon. 

Mem. Oh royal Thought ! Nor ſhall they keep back 
Altho' its common Means be not in reach. [ Death, 
Shall my old Soldier's outſide, rough and hardy, 

Scarr'd o'er with many an honourable Mark, 

Be cag'd for public Scorn ! Shall a Dog tell me, 

Thus didſt thou once, and now thou art my Slave; 

My Foot ſhall ſpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck. 

And trample in the Duſt thy Silver Hairs ? 

Shall I not rather choak, hold in my Breath, 

Or ſmear ſome Wall or Pillow with my Brains ? _ 

Artax. Rage, or ſome God ſhall ſave us from Diſhon- 
Bur, oh my Father! Can we take our flight, 

Tho' to the Stars, and leave my Love behind? 
Where is ſhe now? Where is my Queen, my Bride, 
My Charmer, my 4meſtris ? 

Mem. Speak not of her. 

Artax. Not ſpeak ? 

Mem. Nor think of her, if poſſible. Arms, 

Ar tax. Was ſhe not ſnatch'd, torn from my helplets 
Whilſt every God look'd on, and ſaw the Wrong, 
Heard her loud Cries, which vainly ſtrove to rouze 
Their flow unready Vengeance ? Was ſhe not 
VForc'd from my panting Boſom (yet I live) 

*y'n on our Bridal Day ? Then, when our Flames bs 
cle 


Co The Ambitious Step- Mother. 
Were kindly join'd, and made but one Deſire ? 


Then, when ſhe ſigh'd and gaz d, and bluſh'd and figh'd'} 


When every Touch, when every Joy grew fiercer, 
And thoſe that were behind were more than mortal ? 
To loſe her then! oh | — 
And yet you bid me think of her no more. 

Mem. I do, for the bare mention turns my Brain, 
And even now I border upon Madneſs ; 
So dreadful is the very Apprehenſion 
Of what may be. 

Ariax. Can we make Thought go back? 


Will it not turn again, cleave to our Breaſts, 


And urge Remembrance till it ſting us home ? 
Ha ! now the ghaſtly Scene is ſet before me 
And as thou ſaid'ſt it runs me to diſtraction: 
Behold her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ſerve, 
Held vile, and treated like an abjeR Slave ! 
Helpleſs amidſt her cruel Foes ſhe ſtands, 
Inſulting Artemiſa mocks her Tears, 
And bids her call the Gods and me in vain. 
Mem. Would that were all. | 
Artax. Ha! Whither would'ſt thou drive me? 
Mem. Did you like me confider that Dog Mirza, 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 
The worſt Effects his Malice could expreſs 
On Virtue which he hates, when in his Power. 
Artax. What is the worſt ? | 
Mem. What my old falt'ring Tongue 
Trembles to utter; goatiſh Luſt and Rape. 
Artax. Ha] Rape ! if there are Gods, it is impoſſible. 
Mem. Oh ! dreadful Image for a Father's Thought! 
To have his only Child, her Sex's Boaſt, 
The Joy of Sight, and Comfort of his Age, 
Dragg d by a Villain Slave, his ruthleſs Hand 
Wound in her Hair, to ſome remote dark Cell, 
A Scene for Horror fit, there to be blotted 
By his foul Luft, till Appetite be gorg'd. 
Let me grow ſavage firſt, let this old Hand 


That oft has bleſs'd her, in her Blood be drench's ; 


Let me behoid her dead, dead at my Foot, 
Jo ipare a Father's greater ſhame and Sorrow. 
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XX A4r:ax. A Father! What's a Father's Plague to mine ? 
hd A Huſband and a Lover ! If it can be, 
lf there is ſuch a hoarded Curſe in lore, 

? © Tranfix me now, ye Gods, now let your Thunder 
Pall on my Head, and ſtrike me to the Center, 
eſt if I hould ſurvive my ruin'd Honour 

And injur'd Love, I ſhould ev'n curſe your Godheads, 

Run banning and blaſpheming thro' the World, 

And with my Execrations fright your Worſhippers 

From kneeling at your Altars. 

Enter Cleone with a dark Laniborn and Key, 

Cleo. This Way the echoing Accents ſeem to come : 

WE Sure 'tis the wretched Prince ! oh can you hear Bim, 

And yet refuſe to lend your Aid, ye Gods? 

* Artax, This Gloom of horrid Night ſuits well mySoul, 

Love, Sorrow, conſcious Worth, and Indignation, 

Stir mad Confuſion in my lab'ring Breaſt, 

And I am all o'er Chaos. 

Cleo. Is this, alas l 

The State of Artaxerxes, Perſia's Heir ? 

Not one poor . to chear the diſmal Shade 

Of this huge holy Dungeon ! Slaves, Murderers, 

Villains that Croſſes wait for, ate not us'd thus: 

ew myſelf. 
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[She turns the Light, and comes towards 
Artaxerxes and Memnon. 
Mem. Ha! whence this Gleam of Light? 
Artax. Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it welcome, 
It brings an end of Wretchedneſs. 
Cleo. Speak lower; 
Lam a Friend: Long live Prince Artaxerxes. [Curſe? 
Artax. What Wretch art thou, that Hail'ſt me with a 
Come from that Cloud that muffles up thy Face, 
And if thou haſt a Dagger, ſhew it boldly: | 
We wiſh to die. 
Clo. Think better on my Errand ; 
bring you Bleſſings, Liberty, and Life, 
And come the Miniſter of happier Fate. 
Turns the Light on ber ſelf. 
Now down, my Blood, down to my trembling Heart, 
Nor ſparkle in my Viſage to betray me, [ A/ide. 
Artax. Ha ! asT live, a Boy ! a bluſhing Boy ! 
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Thou wert not form'd ſure for a Murderer's Office ; 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art? 
Cleo. Oh ſeek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 
Which known imports you not. I am a Youth 
Abandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 
And never knew one Cauſe to joy in Life, 
But this that puts it in my Power to ſave 
A Prince like Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 
But follow thro' the Mazes that I tread, 
Until you find your Safety. | 
Artax. Thus forbidding, 9 
Thou giv'ſt me cauſe t' enquire : Are then the Guards, a 
That when the Day went down, with ſtricteſt Watch 
Obſerv'd the Temple Gates, remov'd or fled ? 
Cleo. They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd 
Keep every Paſſage ; only one remains 
Thro' Mirza's Palace, open to your Flight. 
Mem. Ha ! Mirza ! there's Damnation in his Name, 
Ruin, Deceir, and Treachery attend it; I 
Can Life, can Liberty, or Safety come 
From him ? or ought that has an Intereſt in him ? 
Rather, ſuſpect this feigning Boy his Inſtrument, 
To plunge us deeper yet, if poſſible, 
In Miſery ; perhaps ſome happy Accident, 
As yet to us unknown, preſerves us from 
The utmoſt Malice of his Hate while here, 
This ſets his wicked Wit at work to draw us 
Forth from this holy Place ; much better be 
The Pris'ners of the Gods, than wear his Fetters. 
Cleo. Unfortunate Suſpicion ! What ſhall I ſay 
To urge 'em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve 
tf My wretched ſelf unknown ? [ Afede. 
4 Artax. Surely that Face 
% Was not deſign'd to hide diſſembled Malice. 
* Say, Youth, art thou of Mirza's Houſe (as fure thou mull 


7 If thou pretend'ſt to lead us that Way forth) 

* And can'ſt thou be a Friend to Ayrtaxerxes, 

# Whom that fell Dog, that Miniſter of Devils, 
With moſt opprobious Injuries has loaded ? 


, | Cleo. 'Tho'I am his, yet ſure I never ſhar'd 
[ His Hate Shall I confeſs and own my Shame? 
ii Oh Heavens 22 
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> | RE em. Mark, th' unready Traitor ſtammers; 
* BHalf-bred and of the Mungrel Strain of Miſchief, 
ee has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, 
is 1 Lord had better plotted. 
away! thinks he ſo poorly ofour Wit, 
eo gull us with a Novice? If our Fate 
as giv'n us up, and mark'd us for Deſtruction, 
ell him, we are reſolv'd to meet it here, 
= Cl. Yet hear me, Prince, ſince you ſuſpect me ſent 
By Mirza, to enſnare you, know I ſerve ter: 
1. n Gods ! to what am I reduc'd !) [A/ide.]--hisDaugh- 
1 Some God compaſſionate of your Woes has ſtirr'd 
h A Woman's Pity in her ſofter Breaſt ; 
WA nd 'tis from her I come to give you Liberty. 
l beg you to believe me. [She aweeps, 
Artax. See, he weeps ! 
Mem. The waiting Tears ſtood ready for Command, 
And now they flow to varniſh the falſe Tale. 
Artax. His Daughter, ſay'ſt thou? I have ſeen the Maid, 
Doſt thou ſerve her? And could ſhe ſend thee to me? 
'Tis an unlikely Riddle. 
Mem. Perhaps 'tis meant, 
That ſhe who ſhares his poiſonous Blood, ſhall ſhare 
The Pleaſure of his Vengeance, and inure 
The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and Miſchief, 
But thou her Inſtrument, begone, and ſay, 
The Fate of Princes is not ſport for Girls. 
Cleo. Some envious Power blaſts my pious Purpoſe, 
And nought but Death remains : O that by that 
I might perſuade him to believe and truſt me ; 
And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him ! 
2 Aide. 
I grieve, my Lord, to find your Suſpicion 
Debars me from preſerving your dear Life, 
null (Which not your own Ameſtris withes more.) 
To morrow's Dawn ( oh ! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen reſolves ſhall be your laſt. 
Oh fly! let me conjure you, ſave yourſelf, 
May that moſt awful God that here is worſhipp'd 
Deprive me of his chearful Beams for ever, 
Make me thc wretched'lt thing he ſees while living, 


3 
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And aſter Death the loweſt of the Damn'd, 
If I have any Thought but for your Safety. 


Artax. No, I have found the Malice of thy Miſtreſs, 


Since I refus'd her Love when ſhe was proferr'd 
By her ambitious Father for my Bride, 
And on a worthier Choice beſtow'd my Heart, 
She vows revenge on me for {ſighted Beauty. 

Cleo. My Lord, you do her moſt unmanly Wrong, 
She owns the Merit of the fair Ameſtris, 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſery'd you. 
Oh! ſpare that Thought, nor blot her Virgin Fame. 
In Silence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your Virtues, 
Bleſs d you, nor at her own ill Fate repin'd : 
This wounds her moſt, that you ſuſpe& unkindly 
'Th' officious Piety that would have ſav'd you. 
Careleſs of an offended Father's Rage, 


For you alone concern'd, ſhe charg'd me to guide you 


When midnight Sleep had clos'd obſerving Eyes, 
Safe thro her Father's Palace with this Key —— 
And if I met with any that durſt bar 


Your Paſſage forth, ſhe bid me greet him thus | 


[Catching her as Se fall. 


Artax. What haſt thou done, raſh Boy ? 
Cleo. Giv'n you the laſt, 


And only Proof remain'd, that could convince you 


I held your Life much dearer than my own. 


Mem. Horrid Amazement chills my freezing Veins! 


Cleo. Let me conjure you with my lateſt Breath, 


Make haſte to ſeize the Means that may preſerve you ; 


This Key, amidſt the Tumult of this Night, 


Will open you a way thro' Mirza's Palace. 

May every God aſſiſt and guard your Flight !. 
And oh ! when all your hopes of Love and Glory 
Are crown'd with juſt Succeſs, will you be good, 


And think with Pity on the loſt Cleone ? Thoughts, 
Artax. Ten thouſand diſmal Fancics crowd my 


Oh ! is it poſſible thou canſt be ſhe, 
Thou moſt unhappy Fair-one ? 
Cleo. Spare my Shame, 
Nor call the Blood that flows to give me Peace, 
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ck to my dying Cheeks. Can you forget 
o was my Father? And remember only 
ow much I wiſh'd I had deferv'd your F reading ? 
ay, let my Tongue grow bold, and ſay, your Love? 
Mot twas not in my Fate. | 
== A4r:ax. What ſhall I ſay, 
o witneſs how my grateful Heart is touch'd ? 
Nat, ob ! why would'ſt thou give this fatal Inſtance ? 
SV hy haſt thou ſtain'd me with thy Virgin Blood? 
= ſwear, ſweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
he Malice of thy Father, tho' he ſeeks 
My Life and Crown; thy Goodneſs might atone 
Ev'n for a Nation's Sins; look up, and live, 
FAnd thou ſhalt ſtill be near me as my Heart. 
== Clo. Oh charming Sounds! that gently lull my Soul 
o everlaſting Reſt ; I ſwear tis more, 
Nore [oy to die thus bleſs'd, than to have liv'd 
A Monarch's Bride; may every Bleſſing wait you 
gn War and Peace, ſtill may you be the greateſt, 

he Favourite of the Gods, and Joy of Men 
faint—Oh ! let me lean upon your Arm 

[She dies. 


Artax. Hold up the Light, my Father: Hal ſhe 
The iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, [ſwoons : 
And ſee, like Lilies nipp'd with Froſt, they languiſh. 
Mem, My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sight, 
And an unwonted Pity moves my Breaſt ; 
Ill-fated Maid! too good for that damn'd Race, 
From which thou drew'ſt thy Being! Sure the Gods, 
Angry ere while, will be at length appeas'd 
With this egregious Victim: let us tempt em 
Now while they ſeem to ſmile. 
Artax. A Beam of Hope 

Strikes thro' my Soul, like the firſt infant Light 
That glanc'd upon the Chaos; if we reach 
The open City, Fate may be ours again: 
But oh ! whate'er Succeſs or Happineſs 
Attend my Life, ſtill fair unhappy Maid, 
Still ſhall thy Memory be my Grief and Honour, 
On one fix d Day in each returning Year, 
Cypreſs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my Amefiris thy hard Fate ſhall mourn, 

And with freſh Roſes crown thy Virgin Urn, Tik 
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Till in E/y/um bleſs'd, thy gentle Shade 


ui. ! 
Shall own my Vows of Sorrow juſtly paid. [Exe 1 
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Mirza's Palace. 


Enter Mirza, Magas, and Attendants with Lights. 


Mir. HO] You o'er-rate the Danger. 
Mag. If I do, 

We err in the Extremes, ſince you eſteem it 

As much too lightly ; think you then 'tis nothing, 
This horrid Jar of Tumult and Confuſion ? WT hey h 
Heads white with Years, and vers'd in long Experience 22 
Who yet remember all the different Changes cc 
A rolling Age, produces, cannot call . 1 
To mind one Inſtance dreadful as this Night. My He 
Infernal Diſcord hideous to behold, of mo! 
Hangs like its evil Genius o'er the City, Such gr 
And ſends a Snake to every vulgar Breaſt, 12 
From ſeveral Quarters the mad Rabble ſwarm, To. mo 
Arm d with the Iaſtruments of haſty Rage, . 
And in confus d diforderly Array {hays 
Mott formidable march: their differing Clamours, It we.t 
Together join'd, compoſe one differing Sound; * 
Arm! Arm! they cry: Religion is no more, The Fe 
Our Gods are flighted, whom if we revenge not, I will | 
War, Peſtilence, and Famine will enſue, Hereal 
And univerſa] Ruin ſwallow all. JO ry 

Mir. A Crew of mean unthinking heartleſs Slaves, Ml | ©! 

With eaſe flirr'd up to Mutiny, and quelld 8 
With the ſame eaſe, with like expreſſions Shew. Whict 


Their Joy or Anger, both are Noiſe and Tumult. _ 
And ſtill when Holidays make Labour ceaſe, | 
They meet and ſhout ; do theſe deſerve our Fears! SCE] 
Mag. Moſt certainly they may; if we conſider 
Each Circumſtance of Peril that concurs ; | 
Tigranes, with the reſt that ' ſcap'd the Temple, 
Are mix'd amongſt this Herd, and urge the Wrongs, An 
Which with the Gods, their Prince and Memmon ſuffer, (Since 
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Mir. Nor need we fear ev'n that, ſafe in the Aid 
nd Number of our Friends, who treble theirs : 
Por this mad Rout that hum and ſwarm together, 
or want of ſomewhat to employ their Folly, 
Indulge em in their Fancy for N 
WT hou and thy holy Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Shall in Proceſſion bear the ſacred Fire, 
ad all our golden Gods; let their Friends judge 
f till they look not kindly as of old: 
Mris 2 moſt apt Amuſement for a Crowd, 


ET hey'll gaze and gather round the gaudy Shew, 

WA nd quite forget the Thoughts of Mutiny. 

A Guard ſhall wait you. 

= Mag. Why go not you too with us? 

hey hold your Wiſdom in moſt high regard, 

And will be greatly ſway'd by your Perſuaſion ; 

h' occaſion is well worth your Care and Preſence. 

Mir. Oh ! you'll not need my Aid: Beſides, my Friend, 

My Hours this Night are deſtin'd to a Taſk 

Of more import, than are the Fates of Millions, 

Such groveling Souls as theirs. As yet the Secret 

Is immature, nor worth your preſent Knowledge : 

To- morrow that and all my Breaſt is your's. 

I muſt not, dare not truſt him with my Weakneſs, 

"Twill mark me for his Scorn; 'tis yet ſome Wiſdom, 

If we muſt needs be Fools, to hide our Folly. [Afide. 
Mag. He means the Pris'ners Death ; let him engroſs 

The People's Hate, monopolize Damnation, 

I will be fafely ignorant of Miſchief, [ Af/ede. 

Hereafter when your Wiſdom ſhall think fit 

To ſhare thoſe Thoughts, and truſt em with your Friend, 

] ſhall be pleas'd to know); this inſtant Hour, 

My Cares are all employ'd on my own Province, 

Which haſtes me hence. 

Mir. May all your Gods aſſiſt you. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. An Apartment in Mirza's Palace. 


Enter Ameſtris. 


Ameſt. Will ye not hear, ye ever-gracious Gods ? 


(Since ſure you do not joy in our Misfortunes, . 
ut 
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But only try the Strength of our frail Virtue.) 
Are not my Sorrows full? can ought be added ? 
My Royal Lord, and Father? yet dear Names 
In which my all of Happineſs was ſumm'd, 
What have the Minifters of Fate done with you ? 
Are you not dead? Too ſure! That's paſt a doubt; 
O Memnon oh my Prince] my Father! oh my Huſband! 
Enter Mirza. 
Mir. Such Juno was (except alone thoſe Tears) 
When, upon /da's Top ſhe charm'd the God, 
That long had been a Stranger to her Bed; 
Made him forget the Buſineſs of the World, 
And lay aſide his Providence, t'employ 
The whole Divinity upon her Beauty. 
And ſure *ewas worth the while; had I been Jove, 
50 had I too been pleas'd to be deceiv'd 
Into immortal Joys. O ceaſe thy Tears! 
Amel. Give em me back, or if the Grave and thou 
Reſtore to none, oh join my Fate to theirs ! 
Shut us together in ſome ſilent Vault, 
Where I may fit and weep till Death's kind Hand 
Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear fide, 
And huſh my Sorrows in eternal Slumber. 
Mir. In pity to your Form aſſwage thoſe Tears, 
Sorrow is Beauty's Bane ; nor let your Breaſt 
Harbour a Fear: I wage not War with Fair- ones; 
But wiſh you would efface thoſe ugly Thoughts, 
That live in your Remembrance to perplex you ; 
Let Joy, the Native of your Soul, return, 
And Love's gay God fit ſmiling in your Eyes, 
And erſt he a z I wiſh you wond'rous well, 
And would ſo fully recompence the Loſs 
You fondly mourn, that when you count the Gains, 
Yourſelf ſhould own your Fortunes are well chang'd. 
Ameſ. Oh impious Comforter ! talk'ft thou of Joy, 
When Nature dictates only Death and Horror ? 
Is there a God can break the Laws of Fate, 
And give me back the precious Lives I've loſt ? 
What nam'ſt thou Recompence ? Can aught atons 
For Blood ? A Father's and a Huſband's Blood ? 
Such Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolf, 
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When having ſlain the Shepherd, ſmear'd with Gore; 
He leaps amidſt the helpleſs bleating Flock. 
Mir. Away with this Perverſeneſs of thy Sex, 
Theſe fooliſh Tears, theſe peeviſh Sighs and Sobbings, 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy Beauties, 
And to thy Wiſh I will indulge thy Fancy. 
Not all th' imagin'd Splendour of the Gods 
Shall match thy Pomp, ſublimely ſhalt thou ſhine, 
The Boaſt and Glory of our Aan World; 
Nor ſhall one She of all thy row'ring Sex 5 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power. 
Oh think on Power, . on Power and Place ſupreme. 
Ameſt. There is but one, one only thing to think on, 
My murder'd Lord, and his dark gaping Gas 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. 
Mir. Oh liſten, gentle Maid, while I impart 
A Story of ſuch ſoftneſs to thy Ear, 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
May with its Influence huſh thy ſtormy Griefs, [Pity 
Ameſi. Begone; and if thou bear'ſt one Thought of 
In that hard Breaſt, oh leave me to myſelf; 
Nor by thy Preſence, hideous to my Soul, 
And horrid Conſolations, ſtrive to add 
To my full Woes, that ſwell'd without thy help, 
Already riſe and bubble o'er the Margin. 
Mir. What if I talk'd of Love? 
Ameſt. Of Love? Oh Monſter ! 
Mir. If Love be monſtrous, fo is this fair Frame, 
This beauteous World, this Canopy, the Sky ; 
That ſparkling ſhines with Gems of Light innumerable : 
And fo art thou and I, fince Love made all; 
Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring Atoms 
In friendly League, and bid 'em be a World. 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to blaſpheme 
Thy great Creator ; thou art his, and made for 
His more peculiar Service ; thy bright Eyes, 
Thy moiſt red Lip, thy riſing ſnowy Boſom, 
Thy every Part was made to furniſh Joy, 
Ev'n to a riotous Exceſs of Happineſs : 
Oh give me but to taſte thy bliſsful Charms, 
And take my Wealth, my Honour, Pow'r, take all, 
All, all for Recompence. Eq 
Ameſt. 
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Ameſt. Execrable Wretch ! 
Thus, is it thus thou wouldſt aſſwage my Sorrows ? 
When thy inhuman bloody Cruelty, 
Now with redoubling Pangs cleaves my poor Heart, 
Com'ſt thou beſpotted with the recent Slaughter 
To proffer impious Love? Accurſed Fiend ! 
Horror and Grief ſhall turn me to a Fury ; 
Still with my echoing Cries I will purſue thee, 
And halloo Vengeance in thy guilty Ears; 
Vengeance for Murder ! for my Prince's Murder ! 
And for my poor old Father! Think not, Villain, 
Who art the Plague and Scourge of Human Kind, 
That there is Peace for thee, whilſt I run mad 


With raging Sorrow ; Vengeance, Vengeance waits thee, 


Great as my Woes !—My dear, dear Artaxerxes ! 
Mir. I am not lucky at the gloſing Art 

Of catching Girls with Words, but 'tis no matter, 

Force is a ſure Reſort ; and when at laſt 

Fierce as a tow'ring Falcon from her Height, 


I ſtosp to ſtrike the Prey, it is my own. Aldi. 


Obſtinate Fool, how dar'ſt thou croſs my Wiſhes ? 
Since the ſame Hand that has aveng'd me well 
Upon my other Foes, commands thy Fate ; 
Tho' Mercy in Compaſſion of thy Beauty 
Reach out her Hand to fave thee, yet it urg'd, 
Revenge may (till take place: think well on that. 
Ameſt. That, that is all the Mercy which I aſk ; 
Indulge thy thirſty Malice in my Blood, 
And haſten me to Peace. My Woman's Heart 
Shall gather all its little Stock of Courage 
To arm me for the Blow. Tho' Death be terrible, 
Ghaſtly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him; 
My better Life already is deſtroy'd, 
Imperfect now and wanting half myſelf, 
I wander here in vain, and want thy Hand 
To guide and re-unite me to my Lord. 
Mir. Alas! thou haſt not read aright thy Deſtiny, 
Matter of much Import requires thy Life, 
And ſtill detains thee here: Come, I' inſtru& thee, 
And put thee in the way of Fate's Deſign. 


Ame. Unhand me, Villain! 


[ Laying hold on ber. 
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Mir. Nay, you muſt not ſtruggle, 
Nor frown, and look aſkew ; fantaſtic Sex ! 
That put Men on the Drudgery to force you 
To your own SatisfaQion. 
Amel. Let me go, . 
Abhorr'd, deteſted Monſter ! Shall he brave you, 
You awful Gods? Shall not your Lightning blaſt him? 
Mir. Oh no! Your Gods have Pleaſures of their own ; 
Some mortal Beauty charms the wanton Fove. 
Within whoſe Arms he revels, nor has Leiſure 
To mind thy fooliſh Screaming. 
Ameſt. Hear me now, ſweet Heaven! 
Save me, ye Gods ! Oh. ſave me! ſave me! ſave me! 
Mir. Come, come along! you ſee you ſtrive in vain. 
[Striving with ber. 
Ameſt. Is there no Hope of Aid from Gods or Men? 
Oh let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee, 
And with my Prayers and Tears implore thy Pity, 
Mir. Speak, for Enchantment dwells upon thy Tongue, 
Jad. And all the flutt'ring Spirits in my Blood 
Dance nimbly an to the celeflial Sound. 
Ameſt. What ſhall I ſay to move him to Compaſſion ? 
Thus groveling, proſtrate thus upon the Earth, 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my Virgin Honour, 
Spare to commit a Wrong to you unprofitable, 
Yet worſe to me than Torments, Racks, and Death : 
Kill me, the laſt of my unhappy Race. a 
And le x old Memnon's Name with me be loft. 
If Dea*h be not enough, let me live wretched ; 
Pull off theſe Robes, and clothe me like a Slave, 
Then ſend me out to labour at ſome Village, 
Where I may groan beneath a cruel Maſter, 
Be hardly us d, and want een Food and Raiment : 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poverty ſhall change 
And make me loathſome as my Fellow-wretches. 
Oh ! let my Rags claim only this one Privilege, 


7 To wrap me in the Grave a ſpotleſs Maid. | [vain, 
Mir. That Tongue which pleads makes all intreating 
, Thy every Motion, each 2 Accent 
Warms me afreſh, and urges new Deſire; 


Thou art, thou muſt be mine, nor Heaven nor Earth, 


Nor the conſpiring Power of Hell ſhall fave thee ; 
I long 


* 
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I long to loſe my Age in thy Embraces, 
To baſk and wanton in thy warmer Sun 
Tilla new Youth ſhoot thro' me. 
Ameſt. Chaſte Diana, 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage Bed, 


[Getting looſe from hin, 


Thou Royal Juns, Oh protect thy Votary ! 

Mir. My jaded Age and weak enervate Limbs 
Falter and ſhrink unequal to their Office. 
I pr'ythee yield, come, yield and be a Queen; 

[ Laying hold on her Dan 

Yield, and be any thing. I cannot bear 
Thele fierce convulſive Starts, this raging Flame 
That drinks my Blood. 

Ameſt. O never, never, never. 
A Cauſe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 
To my laſt Gaſp, to Death I will refill 

Mir. My coward Strength, doſt thou go back fron 

Beauty? 
Rouſe, and deſerve the Pleaſure thou wouldſt taſte. 
Ameſt. Unmanly Traitor !—ſeize him, all ye Fiends. 

[ In the Struggle ſhe draws his own Ponyard, and ſtabs bin 


Mir. ¶ falling] Damnation! Oh my Heart! the cur 


ſed Steel 

Has ſtruck me to the Earth. 

Ameſt. There fink for ever; 
Nor riſe again to plague the wretched World. 

Mir. My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler Reaſon bids me curſe my Folly. 
Oh Idiot, Idiot! to be caught fo poorly ! 
Where are thy fine Arts now ? Unravel'd all, 
Mangled and cut to Pieces by a Girl! 
Oh Shame of Wiſdom ! When Revenge was ſure, 
And Fate was in my Graſp, to loſe it all,” 
Neglect the noble Game, run out my Vears 
On the Purſuit of Joys I could not taſte ! — 
My Memory muſt be the Jeſt of Boys. 

Ameſt. My boaſted Courage ſinks at Sight of Blood. 


[ Letting fall the Ponyard. 


Tho' juſtly ſhed, and I grow ſtiff with Horror. 


(Mirza attempting to riſe, falls again 
Ang 
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And I ſhall die without Revenge or Aid: 
What Noiſe is that without there ? Help! ; 
[Trampling without. 
Amefl. Oh Heavens! 
What will become of me? 
Enter Orchanes haſlity. 
Orch. My Lord! Where are you? 
Bleeding ! and on the Ground! What wretched Accident? 
Then Fate reſolves to make this Night compleat, | 
Such as ſucceeding Horrors ne er ſhall match, 
Mir. Oh my Orchanes! I am fallen vilely, 
And this laſt Part of Life will ſully all 
The Wiſdom and Renown of what is paſt. 
Methought thou talk'ſt of Horrors, ſpeak em boldly, 
And try if aught can add to this Confuſion. [dom 
Orch. Prepare, my Lord, and ſummon all your Wits : 
Your utmoſt Conſtancy of Soul to hear — 
Mir. No more ! I cannot wait thy Preparation. 
Let the ill Fortune take me as it finds me. | 
Orch. Then hear it thus; your Daughter's dead == 
Mir. My Daughter ? | 
Thy Words have met with an unguarded Side, 
And pierce ev'n thro* my Soul. Say, how ? Where? 
tell me | 
Orch. As with a Guard I kept the Temple-Gates, 
heard old Memnon and the Pris'ner Prince 
Loud as the roaring Ocean in a Storm, 


him 


dan 


te Echoing their Rage thro” the vaſt ſounding Dome; 
When on a ſudden ere the Night had gain'd 
Four Hours at moſt, the Noite was huſh'd in Silence. 
Wond'ring, and curious of the Cauſe, I enter'd, 
And found (Oh Grief to Sight!) your lovely Daughter 
Dreſs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead. 
One Wound was on her Breaſt. Why ſhe was there, 
Or how, we know not 3 0 compleat the II, 
The Pris'ners both are fled. 
4 Mir. Fied! 'tis impoſſible. 
4 Ha! which way? whither? how ? they could not fly. 
—_ Amejt. O wond'rous Turn of Joy! Are they not dead 
4 then ? [ A/rcle, 
ag Oreb. They could not "ſcape the Guords; no other 


Rmain'd but your's, and even that was faſt, {Paſſage 
D Upon 
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Upon the Inſtant I beſet each Avenue That pl 

Which to your Palace leads ; happily as yet 

They are not pals'd from thence. Ameſl 
Ameſt Guard 'em ye Gods! [ Afede. When 
Mir. Find em again, Orchanes, ere I die, His dea 

Or I am more than doubly damn'd ; this Loſs And ma 


Is worſe than mine, worſe than my Daughter's Death, Ha! fu 
*Tis Death of my Revenge. Malicious Fortune ! 


She took the Moment when my Wiſdam nodded, Arraign 
And ruin'd me at once, O doating Fool! To anſ 
Thou Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman ! Had I b 
I ſicken ; Nature fails me: Oh Revenge Find ou 
Will not thy Cordial keep back fying Life ? My Lov 


It ſhall ; Orchanes, drag that Traitreſs to me. 
Amef?. Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee looſe me, 


Alas ! 1 


And ſcorn his bidding, ſcorn to be his Slave, En 
A Devil's Drudge in Miſchief. Save me from Death, 
Have pity on my Youth, Oh ſpare my Youtk ! Mem. 
[Orchanes pulls Ameſtris down to Mirza. Arta. 
Mir. Hearken not to her, drag her, pull her down: What 
Shall Memnon boaſt of thee, while I die childleſs ? Oh all | 
No, to Cleone's Ghoſt thou art a Victim. He ſeer 
O could I but have ſeen thee with thoſe Eyes Mem 
I view thee now, I had been wiſe and fafe ; And if 
"That Face ſhall make no more Fools in this World. One Pl. 
Down ; bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, He, as 
And try if thou canſt charm amongſt the Dead. And vi 
Die, Witch; Enchantreſs, die. [He ſtabs her. 
Ame. Ah! Mercy, Heavens! | Ame) 
Mir. I thank thee, Hand, at leaſt for this laſt Service. Arta 
Now fly, Orchanes, haſte and tell the Queen, Mem 
My lateſt Breath ſtays for her—Something I would Ame, 
[Exit Orchanes. W Which 
Important to her Service — I breathe ſhort, O, hol 
Life ſtays in pain, and ſtruggles to begone, Mem 
1 ſtrive in vain to hold it— Ha ! what mean Arta 
Theſe fleeting Shades that dance before my Sight ? Ha! \ 
"Tis Death, | feel it plain; the dreadfu] Change Ame, 


That Nature ſtarts at. Death! —Death!— What is W My lav 
Tis a vaſt Diſquiſition, Prieſts and Scholars [Death]! Its ſma 
Enquire whole Ages, and ate yet in doubt. On my 
My Head turns round - I cannot form one Thang i Muſt ſ 


Ler. 


vice. 


anes. 
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That pleaſes me about it - Dying - muſt reſolve me. 
Mirza dies. 
Ameſt. Oh my hard Fortune! muſt I die ? die now, 
When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live ? 
His dear lov'd Image ſtays my parting Soul, 
And makes it linger in 1ts ruin'd Houſe. 
Ha! ſure he's dead ——'ns ſo, and now he ſtands 
[ Looking on Mitza. 
Arraign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 
To anſwer to a long Account of Crimes; 
Had I but Strength, perhaps my Fate may yet [ Riſing. 
Find out a Way to ſave me. 
My Love and Father make Life- worth my Care, 
Alas ! my Blood flows falt ; this way, I think. 
[Goes off faintly: 
Enter at the other fide Artaxerxes and Memnon, 
with a Sword and Dark-Lantborn. 
Mem, Ha ! here are Lights, hold up thy Weapon, Son. 
Artax. And ſee, Blood and a Body on the Floor! 
What means this Scene of Death? What Wretch art 
Oh all ye juſter Powers !. tis Mirza, ſee, [thou # 
He ſeems now dead. 
Mem. Damnation then is new to him. 
And if there be one deeper Pit of Sulphur, 
One Plague above the reſt in thoſe dark Regions,. 
He, as the moſt abandon'd Dog, may claim it, 
And vie for Preference with Devils themſelves. 
Re-enter Ameſtris. 
Ameſi. The Doors are guarded, Fate has clos'd me 
Artax. Ha! art thou my Ameſtris ? [round. 
Mem. Oh my Daughter! [ They run to her. 
Ameſt. Are ye then come at laſt to bleſs my Eyes, 
Which could not cloſe without one parting View ? ; 
O, hold me, or I fink— 
Mem, Alas! my Child 
Artax. My cruel Fears ! why art thou pale and faint 7 
Ha ! whence this Blood? Oh! killing SpeQtacle ! 
Ameſ!, Forth from my Heart, the crimſon River flows, 
My laviſh Heart, that haſtily conſumes. 
Its ſmall Remain of Life : Oh lay me gently 
On my laſt Bed the Earth, whoſe cold hard Boſom 
Muſt ſhortly be the Place of my long Reſt. 
D 3 Mem. 


* 
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Mem. What have we done? or, oh! if we have ſinn'd, | 


What has thy Innocence done to merit this! 
Ame/?. That Villain Mirza 
Mem. Ha! Say, what of him ? 

Ames. Offer'd moſt brutal Outrage to my Honour, 
Ariax, Oh ye eternal Rulers of the World, 

Could you look on unmov'd ? But ſay, inſtruct me, 

hat I may bow before the God that fav'd thee. 

Ameſl. Sure twas ſome chaſter Pow'r that made me bold, 

And taught my trembling Hand to find the way 

With hisown Ponyard to the Villain's Heart. 

Mem. Thou art my Daughter till! Oh noble Action! 

That gives in Death an interval of Joy. 

Amejl. Juſt in that Hour of Fate a Villain enter'd, 

By whoſe Afliftance the revengeful Mirza 

Forc'd me to ſhare Death with him. 

Artax. Tis paſt, *tis paſt ; [ Lying down, 
And all thoſe Fires that lighted up my Soul, 

Glory and bright Ambition languiſh now, 

And leave me dark and gloomy as the Grave. 

Oh thou ſoft dying Sweetneſs !——ſhall I rage 

And curſe myſelf ? Curſe ev'n the Gods ?—Oh no; 
] am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath 
The Load that prefſes me; am ſunk to Earth, 
And ne'er ſhall rife again: here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing. 

Ameſt. Alas! my Lord, 
Fain would 1 ſtrive to bid you not be ſad, 
Fain would I chear your Grief, but 'tis in vain : 
I know by my own Heart it is impoſſible; 
For we have lov'd too well. Oh mournful Nuptials! 
Are theſe the Joys of Brides ? Indeed 'tis hard, 
*Tis very hard to part; I cannot leave you; 
The agonizing Thought diſtracts me: hold me, 
Oh hold me faſt, Death ſhall not tear me from you. 

Artax. O could my Arms fence thee from Delliny, 
The Gods might launch their Thunder on my Head, 
Plague me with Woes treble to what I feel: 
With Joy I would endure it all to ſave thee. 
What ſhall I ſay ? What ſhall I do to fave thee ? 
Grief ſhakes my Frame, it melts my very Temper, 
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My manly Conſtancy and Royal Courage 

Run guſhing thro' my Eyes: Oh my Ameſftris! - 
Ameſt. And fee my Father! his white Beard is wet 


With the ſad Dew. 
Mem. I try'd to man my Heart, 


| But could not ftand the Buffet of this Tempeſt. 


It tears me up=— My Child ! Ha ! art thou dying? 
Ameſt. Indeed I'm very fick, Oh hold me up! 

My Pain increaſes, and a cold damp Dew 

Hangs on my Pace: Is there no Help? no Eaſe ? 

Have I your Arm, my Love? 
Artax. Thou haſt ; my Heart, 

Doſt thou yetbold ? 
Ameſt. Say, will you not forget me, 

When I am laid to moulder in my Tomb ? 

'Tis ſure you will not, ſtill there will be room 

For my Remembrance in your noble Heart; 

I know you lov'd me truly. Now 1 faint. 

Oh ſhield me, ſhield me from that ugly Phantom; 

The Cave of Death 1 how dark and deep it is! 

] tremble at the Sight——'tis hideous Horror 

The Gloom grows o'er me— Let me not he there. 

[Ameſtris dies; 

Artax. There Life gave way, and the lalt roſy Breath 

Went in that Sigh. Death like a brutal ViQor, 

Already enter'd, with rude haſte defaces 

The lovely Frame he'as maſter'd; ſee how ſoon 

Theſe ſtarry Eyes have loſt their Light and Luftre ! 

Stay, let me cloſe their Lids. Now for the reſt ; 

Old Memnon ! Ha! Grief has tranfix'd his Brain, 

And he perceives me not ;— Now what of thee ? 

Think'ſt thou to live, thou Wretch? Think not of any 

thing 3 | | 


Thought is Damnation, tis the Plague of Devils 


To think on what they are. And ſee, this Weapon 
Shall ſljeld me from it, plunge me in Forgetfulneſa, 
Ere the dire Scorpion, Thought, can rouze to Fang me. 
Lend me thy Boſom, my cold Bride: Ill Fortune 
[ Lying by her. 

Has done its worſt, and we ſhall part no more; 
Wait for me, gentle Spirit, fince the Stars 
Together mult receive us. [Stabs him/e!f. ] Oh well aim'd ! 

. How 


C 
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How fooliſh is the Coward's Fear of Death ! dreadf 
Of Death, the greateſt— ſureſt way to Peace, s ſmear” 
[Artaxerxes die, Queen. 
[Memnon andi hooking on the Bodies ſone Mas forc 
time, and then ſpeaks. WT is well 
Mem. Yet will I gaze ! Yet, tho' my Eyes grow fliff, 
And turn to Steel or Marble. Here's a Sight 
To bleſs a Father! Theſe, theſe were your Gifts, Offi. | 
Ye bounteous Gods! You'll ſpare my Thanks for them. The Tr: 
You gave me Being too, and ſpun me out he Prit 
To hoary Wretchedneſs ; away, *wwas Cruelty: and nov 
Oh curſed, curſed, curfed fourſcore Years, Jn ever) 
Ye Heap of Hills, ye monſt'rous Pile of Plagues ! his Pal 
Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, Proclaim 
That flow from their pale Boſoms, meet and mingle; Orchanez 
Stay, let me view 'em better Nay, tis thus Fell by t 
Tf thou art like thy Mother — She dy'd too — Bore do 
Where is ſhe ? — Ha! that Dog, that Villain Mirza, Wich ſu 
He bears her from me: Shall we not purſue This In! 
The Whirl of Battle comes acroſs me, fly; | Queen 
Begone ! they ſhall not, dare not brave me thus; Icannot 
Hey, 'tis a glorious Sound] ruſh on, my Prince, | ſtand | 
We'll ſtart and reach the Goal of Fate at once. 
[Runs off. Enter A 
Enter, on the other fide, Queen, and Attendants 
with Lights. Art. 
Queen. Why am I ſummon'd with this Call of Death? I And T. 
This is no common Ruim; Artaxerxes / Oh Nat 
And Memnon's Daughter! Mirza, thou art fallen Leſt I 
In pompous Slaughter: Could not all thy Arts, Que. 
That dol d about Deſtruction to our Enemies, Purſue 
Guard thy own Life from Fate? Vain Boaſt of Wiſdom, And C. 
That with fantaſtic Pride, like buſy Children, Art. 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once Have y 
The Hand of Chance o' erturns, and looſely ſcatters! Look 0: 
1 Attend. Oh diſmal Sight! [ Looking, Of cru 
Queen. What is it frightsthy Eyes? What « 
1 Attend. Old Memnon's Body. Has no 
Queen. Tis a grateful Horror. Involv' 
1 Atlend. Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcaſe lies By our 
Weltring ia Gore, whilſt on the Marble Wall The N. 
- e A dreadful I Nor wi 
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dreadful Maſs of Brains, grey Hair, and Blood 
ſmeard in hideous Mixture. | 
Queen. Fierce Deſpair 
Has forc'd a way for the impetuous Soul. 
WTis well, he is in peace—What means this Tumult? 
[Shout, claſhing of Swords. 
Enter an Officer, his Sword drawn, 
Offi. Fly, Madam, leſt your Perſon be not ſaſe; 
The Traitor Bagoas, to whoſe Charge you truſted 
he Prince your Son, has drawn the Guards to join him, 
and now aſſiſted by the furious Rabble, 
On every ſide they charge thoſe few who keep 
his Palace and the Temple, with loud Outcries, 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the Pris'ners. 
e. Orebanes, ere I fled to give you notice, 
Fell by the Prince's Hand; the raging Torrent 
Bore down our weak Reſiſtance, and purſuing 
2, With furious Haſte, ev'n trod upon my Flight; 
This Inſtant brings em here. 
2ueen. Let 'em come on, 
I cannot fear; this Storm is rais'd too late, 
I ſtand ſecure of all I wiſh already. 
[ Shout and claſhing of Sqwords again. 
ws of Wy Enter Artaban, Cleanthes, and Attendants, their Sword: 
drawn. 
Art. Then Virtue is in vain, fince baſe Deceit 
ath 7 And Treachery have triumph'd o'er the Mighty. 
Oh Nature ! let me turn my Eyes away, 
Leſt I am blaſted by a Mother's fight. 
Queen. Ungrateful Rebel! Do thy impious Arms 
Purſue me for my too indulgent Fondneſs 
dom, And Care for thee ? 
Art. Well has that Care been ſhewn ; 
Have you not foully ſtain'd my ſacred Fame? 
1 Look on that Scene of Blood; the dire Effects 
oking, Of cruel Female Arts. But oh what Recompence ? 
What can you give me for my murder'd Love? 
Has not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counſelg 
Javolv'd my fair, my lovely, loſt Cleone 85 
? By our bright Gods I ſwear, I will aſſetz f  * 
The Majeſly of manly Government. 
adful MW Not wear again your Chains; Still as our Mother > 
. moe > 4 
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Be honour'd ; rule amongſt your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State, where mad Confuſion 1 
Shakes the whole Frame, to boaſt a Woman's Cunning, 4 bers 

Queen. Thou talk'ſt as if thy infant Hand could gra 08 
Guide, and command the Fortune of the World; | C Goc 
But thou art young in Pow'r. Remember, Boy ad cual 
Thy Father, once the Hero of his Age, : 
Was proud to be the Subject of my Sway; 


et Honc 


The Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 
And found it was his Intereſt to obey. 
And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my Command? 
Doſt thou, the Creature of my forming Hand? 
When I affert the Pow'r thou dat'ſt invade, 
Like Heaven I will reſolve to be obey'd, 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 
[ Exeunt Queen and Attendant. 
Art. Let a Guard wait the Queen: Tho' Nature plead WW — 
For Reverence io her Perſon, jealous Power | 
Muſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious Wit. 
Has thou ſecur'd the impious Prieſt, Cleanthes ? 
Magas, that Wretch that proſtitutes our Gods? | E ] 
Clea. Already he has met the Fate he merited; 
This Night the Hypocrite in grand Proceſſion 
March'd thro' the City to appeaſe the People, 
And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpole : 
When on a ſudden, like a Hurricane, | Spot 
That ſtarts at once, and ruffles all the Ocean, 
Some Fury more than mortal ſeiz d the Crowd; 


At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd Revenge; 77 
Then ſnatch'd and tore the trembling Prieſt to pieces. 1 
What was moſt ſtrange, no Injury was offer'd © IF pa 
To any of the Brotherhood beſide, 75 die in 
But all their Rage was ended in his Death: ſpe" 
Like formal Juſtice that ſeverely ſtrikes, 1 
And in an Inſtant is ſerene and calm. (Loft Fa 
Art. Oh my Cleanthes, do but caſt thy Thoughts 3 
Back on the recent Story of this Night; e 
And thou with me wilt wonder, and confeſs | 1 
The Gods are great and juſt. Well have you mark'd,. 75 i i: 


Celeſtial Powers, your righteous Deteſtation 
Of Sacrilege, of baſe and bloody Treachety. 


May this Example guide my future Sway : 


That Ph 
New Lo 
Hill vou. 


Let 
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ole, et Honour, Truth and Juſtice crown my Reign, 
n leer let my Kingly Word be given in vain, 
ming. ut ever ſacred with my Foes remain. 
Sraip n theſe Foundations ſhall my Empire ſtand, 
WThe Gods ſhall vindicate my juſt Command, 
WAnd guard that Power they truſted to my Hand. 
[ Exeunt Canes. 
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Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


HE Spleen and Vapours, and this doleſul Pla 
Have mortify'd me to that Height To-day, 

That I am almoſt in the mortal Mind 

To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 

Know then, fince I reſolve in Peace to part, 

F mean to lea to one alone my Heart : 

(La Fawours wiil admit of no Partage, 

[ bar all Sharing, but upon the Stage) 

To one who can with one alone be bleſt, 

The peaceful Monarch of a ſingle Breaſt : 

To one—But ob ! how hard twill be to find 

That Phenix in your fickle changing Kind ! 

New Lowes, new Interefls, and Religions new, 

Hill your fantaſtic Appetites pur ſue. 

Tour 


„ 56s © I © 2d (8 


Your fichly Fancies loath what you poſſeſs, 
And every refileſs Fool would change his Place. 


Same weary of their Peace and Quiet grown, 
Want to be hoiſted up aloft, and ſhewn ; 


Whilſt from the envy'd Height, the Wife get ſafely down. | 


We find your wavering Temper to our Coft, 
Since all our Pains and Care to pleaſe is loſt, 
Muſic in vain ſupports with friendly Aid 

Her Sifler Poetry's declining Head : 

Show but a Mimic Ape, or French Buffon, 
You to the other Houſe in Shoals are gone, 

And leave us here to tune our Crouds alone. 

Muft Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and laborious Ben 
Be left for Scaramouch and Harlequin ? 
Allow you are inconflant, yet tis firange, 

For Senſe is ſtill the ſame, and ne er can change. 
Tet ev'n in that you vary as the reſt, 

And ev'ry Day new Notions are profeſt. 

Nay there's a * Wit has found, as I am told, 
New Ways to Heawv'n, deſpairing of the old : 
He fwears he'll ſpoil the Clerk and Sexton's Trade, 
Bells ſhall no more be rung, nor Graves be made 
The Hearſe and fix no longer be in Faſhion, 
Since all the Faithful may expect Tranſlation. 
What think you of the Project? I'm for trying, 
PI lay afide theſe foolifh Thoughts of dying; 
Preſerve my Youth and Vigour for the Stage, 
And be tranſlated in a good old Age. 


_* Aſgill. 
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To the Right Honourable 


EL 


Lord Marquiſs of Hartington, 


(Now Duke of DR VON SHIRE.) 


% LORD, 


VERY Body is now ſo full of Buſineſs, that things 
of this Kind, which are generally taken for the En- 

tertainment of leiſure Hours only, look like Impertinence 
and Interruption, I am ſure it is a Reaſon why 1 ought 
to beg Your Lordſhip's Pardon, for troubling You with 
this Tragedy ; Not but that Poetry has always been, and 
will ſtill be, the Entertainment of all wiſe Men, that}have 
any Delicacy in their Knowledge; Yet at ſo critical a 
Juncture as this is, I muſt confeſs I think Your Lordſhip 
ought to give entirely into thoſe Public Affairs, which 
at this time ſeem to Demand You. It is that happy 
Turn which Your Lordſhip has to Buſineſs, that right 
Underſtanding of your Country's Intereſt, and that con- 
ſtant Zeal to purſue it, that juſt Thinking, that ſtrong 
and perſuaſive Elocution, that firm and generous Reſolu- 
tion, which upon all Occaſions You have ſhewn in Par- 
laments ; and to add, that which is the crowning good 
Quality, Your Lordſhip's continual Adherence and un- 
ſhaken Loyalty to His preſent Majeſty, which make You 
at this Time fo neceſſary to the Public. I muſt confeſs, 
tho there is no Part in Your Lordſhip's Character, but 
what the World ſhould be fond of) I cannot help diſtin- 
guiſhing the laſt Inſtance very particularly: It is doing 
(methinks) ſuch a Juſtice to Goodneſs, to Greatnels, and 
to Right Reaſon, that Poſterity will believe there could be 
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no Man of good Senſe, but what muſt have agreed with 
Your Lordſhip in it. When the next Ape ſhall Read 
the Hiſtory of this, What Excuſe can they make fo 
thole who did not Admite a Prince whoſe Life has been 
a Series of good Offices done to Mankind? When they 
ſhall reckon up his Labours from the Battle of Senef, to 
ſome glorious Action, which ſhall be his laſt, (and which 
therefore hope is very far remov'd from the Preſent 
Time) will they ever believe that he could have been to 
well belov'd, or too faithfully ſerv'd and defended ? The 
great Things which he did before we had that immediate 
Intereſt in him which we now happily have, are a noble 
and juſt Subject for Panegyric ; but as Benefits done to 
others, can never touch us fo ſenſibly as thoſe we receive 
ourſelves, tho' the Actions may be equally great; fo, 
methinks, I can hardly have Patience to run back to his 
having ſav'd his own Country, when I conſider he ha 


-fince done the fame for Us; Let that be ſufficient to us, 


for all we can fay of him, or do for him. What Dan- 
gers and Difficulties has he not ſtruggled through, for the 
Honour and Safety of theſe Kingdoms? Tis a common 
Praiſe, and what every one ſpeaks, to ſay, He has cot- 
tinually expos'd his Life for his People; but there are 


tome Things more particular in his Character, ſome 


Things rarely found amongſt the Policies of Princes; a 
Zeal for Religion, moderated by Reaſon, without the 
Rage and Fire of Perſecution ; a charitable Compaſſion 
for thoſe who cannot be convinc'd, and an unalterable 
Perſeverance in thoſe Principles of whoſe Truth he is (a- 


tisfied ; a Defire of War for the ſake of Peace; and of 


Peace for the Good and Honour of his Subjects equally 


with his own; a pious Care for compoſing Factions, tho 
to foment them might make him Arbitrary ; and a ge 


nerous Ambition that only aims at Power, to enable him 


to do good to all the reſt of the World. I might add 


here, that Inviolable and Religious Obſervance of his 
Royal Word: which the beſt part of the Powers of Eu- 
rope have ſo frequently and ſo happily, for themſelves, 
depended upon in the greateſt Emergencies. But as this 
Virtue is generally reckon'd as no more than that com- 
mon Konelty, which the meaneſt Man would bluſh to be 


without, ſo it can hardly claim a Place amongſt the more, 
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rticular Excellencies of a Great Prince. It were to be 
wiſh'd indeed, that the World were honeſt to ſuch a De- 
gree, and that there were not that ſcandalous Defect of 
common Morality. Certainly nothing can be more 
ſhocking to Humanity, to the Peace and Order of the 
World ; nothing can approach nearer to that ſavage 
State of Nature, in which every Man is to eat his Fellow 
if he can maſter him, than an avow'd Liberty of break- 
ing thro' all the moſt folemn Engagements of public 
Faith. Tis ſomething that brands a Man wich an Inſa- 
my, which nothing can extenuate or wipe out; he may 
proteſt and pretend to explain his -Meaning, but the 
World has generally too much Indignation tor the Af- 
front, to bear it at that eaſy rate, Miniſters and Secre- 
taries of State may diſplay their own Parts in Memorials, 
with as much Pomp and Flouriſh as they pleaſe : I fancy 
the common Anſwer upon ſuch Occaſions will always be, 
You have deceiv'd us groſly, and we neither can nor will 
truſt you any more. When this Vice comes amongſt 
Men of the firſt Rank, it is the moſt ſhocking, and I 
could wiſh there were none ſuch, to whoſe Charge it 
might be laid. 
dome People (who do me a very great Honour in it) 
have fancy'd that in the Perſon of Tamer/ane | have al- 
luded to the greateſt Character of the preſent Age. I 
don't know, whether I ought not to apprehend a great 
deal of Danger from avowing a Deſign like that. It 
may be a Taſk indeed worthy the greateſt Genius, which 
this or any other Time has produc'd. But therefore [ 
ought not to ſtand the Shock of a Parallel, leſt it ſhould 
be ſeen to my Diſadvantage, how far the Hero has tran- 
feended the Poets Thought. There are many Features, 'tis 
true, in that great Man's Life, not unlike his Majeſty : 
His Courage, his Piety, his Moderation, his Juſtice, and 
his fatherly Love of his People, but above all, his Hate 
of Tyranny and Oppreſſion, and his zealous Care for the 
common Good of Mankind, carry a large Reſemblance 
of Him : Several Incidents are alike in their Stories ; 
and there wants nothing to his Majeſty but ſuch a decid- 
ing Victory, as that by which Tamerlane gave Peace to 
the World. That is yet to come; but | hope we may 
reaſonably expect it from the Unanimity of the preſent Par- 
A 3 liament, 
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liament, and ſo formidable a Force as that Unanimity will 
give Life and Vigour too. 


If Your Lordſhip can find any Thing in this Poem like Tet fo 
a Prince, who is ſo juſtly the Obje& of your Lordſhip's, Cafe u 
and indeed of the World's Veneration, I perſuade my- And g 
ſelf it will prevail with You to forgive every thing elſe Whi-f 
that you find amiſs. You will excuſe the Faults in Wri- Lite /} 
ting, for the Goodneſs of the Intentien. I hope too, With « 
Your Lordſhip will not be diſpleas'd, that I take this Op- To La 
portunity of renewing the Honour which I formerly had, N 
to be known to Your Lordſhip, and which gives me at Other, 
once the Pleaſure of expreſſing thoſe Juſt and Dutiful — 
Sentiments J have for bis Majeſty, and that ſtrong Incli- "Till t 
nation which | have always had to be thought, - 
My LORD, mo 
Your LorDsnle's moſt obedient 7207 
bunble Servant, 77 
N. Rows. ff 7!" 
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poken by Mr. BETTER TON, 454 b, 
OF all the Muſes various Labours none 
Hawe laſted longer, or have higher flown, f 
Than thoſe that tell the Fame by ancient Heroes won. 


With Pleaſure Rome and great Auguſtus heard 
Arms and the Man ſung by the Mantuan Bara; 
In ſtite of Time, the ſacred Story lives, 

And Cæſat and bis Empire flill ſurwives. 

Like him, (tho much unequal to his Flame) 

Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme, 


High 


0e GU E 


High wwith the foremoſt Names in Arms he flood, 
Had fought, and ſuffer d for bis Country's Good, 
Yet ſought not Fame, but Peace, in Field. of Blood. 
Safe under bim his happy People ſate, 

And griev'd at diſlance for their Neighbour's Fate. 
Whilft with Succeſs a Turkiſh Monarch crown'd, 
Like ſpreading Flame —_— the Nations round ; 
With Sword and Fire he forcd his impious Way 
To Lawleſs Poti r, and Univerſal Sway : 

Some abject States for Fear the Tyrant join; 
Others for Gold their Liberties reſign, 

And wenal Princes fold their Right Divine. 

"Till Heaw'n, the growing Evil to redreſs, 

Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace, 

The Hero rouz'd ofer the glorious Cauſe, 

And to the Field the chearful Soldier draws : 
Around in Crowa' his valiant Leaders wait, 
Anxious for Glory, and ſecure of Fate; 


Veli pleas'd, once more to venture on bis ſide, 


; 


And prove that Faith again which had ſo oft been try'd, 


The peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, 


Approve an Enlerprize ſo Juſt, ſo Great; 


While with their Prince's Arms, their Voice thus join d, 


Gains half the Praiſe of having jav'd Mankind. 
Eoin in a Circle, where like this, the Fair 

Were met. the bright Aſſembly did ieclare 

Their Houſe auiih one Conſent were for the War. 

Each urg'd ber Lover to unjheath his Sword, 

And never ſpare a Man who broke his Word. 

Thus fir'd, th: Brave on to the Danger preſs ; 

Their Arms were crovond Abraad with juſt Succeſs, 

And bleſt at Home with Beauty and with Peace. 


; 
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TAMERLANE. Mr. Better ton. 

Bajazet, Emperor of the Turks. Mr, Verbruggen, Ent 
Axalla, an Italian Prince, General Mr. Booth 
and Favourite of T, amerlane. : TY 

1 a Grecian Prince, and a Chriſ- Mr. Powell. 0 


Stratocles, his Friend. Mr. Pack. : 
Prince of Tanais, Kinſman and General Mr. Fieldbouſe To dec 


to Tamer/ane. 


Omar, a Tartar General. Mr. Freeman. 
Mirwan, J Parthian Generals to Tamer- ) Mr. Cary. 
Zama, 5 lane. Mr. Huſband. 
Haly, Favourite Eunuch to Bajazet, Mr. Bait. 
A Turkiſh Derviſe. Mr. Arnold. 
WOMEN. 
Arpafia, a Grecian Princeſs. Mrs. Barry. 
Selima, Daughter of Bajazet. Mrs. Bracegirale. Mir 
The 8 
Parthian and Tartar Soldiers, The | 
Mutes belonging to Bajazet. Well h 
Other Attendants. Upon 
Stiller, 
SCENE, Tamerlane's Camp, near Angoria As if! 
in Galatta, U 
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Before TAM ER LAN ES Tent. 


Enter the Prince of Tanais, Zama, and Mir van. 
Prince of T anais. 


AIL to the Sun ! from whoſe returning Light 
The chearful Soldier's Arms new Luſtre take, 


To deck the Pomp of Battle. O my Friends ! 
Was ever ſuch a glorious Face of War ? : 
See, from this Height! how all 'Ga/atia's Plains 
With Nations numberleſs are cover'd o'er ; 
Who, like a Deluge, hide the Face of Earth,, 
And leave no object in the vaſt Horizon, 

But glitt'ring Arms, and Skies, 

Zam. Our Afian World 
From this important Day expeQts a Lord, 

This Day they hope an end of all their Woes,. 
Of Tyranny, of Bondage, and Oppreſſion, 
From our victorious Emp'ror, Tamerlane. 

Mir. Well has our holy Alba mark'd him out 
The Scourge of lawleſs Pride, and dire Ambition; 
The great Avenger of the Groaning World. 

Well has he worn the ſacred Cauſe of Juſtice 
Upon his proſp'rous Sword : approving Heav'n 
Still crown'd the Right ous Warrior with Succeſs; 
As if he ſaid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
Thou moſt like me of all my Works below. 

Prince. No luſt of Rule, the common Vice of Kings, 
No furious Zeal inſpir'd by hot- brain d Piieſts, 

Il hid beneath Religion's ſpecious Name, 


E'er drew his temp tate Courage to the Field: 
A 5 But 
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But to redreſs an injur'd People's Wrongs, 

To ſave the weak one from the ſtrong oppreſſor, 
Is all his end of War ; and when he — 

The Sword to puniſh, like relenting Heav'n, 
He ſeems unwilling to deface his Kind. 

Mir. So rich his Soul in ev'ry virtuous Grace, 
That, had not Nature made him great by Birth, 
Yet all the Brave had ſought him for their Friend: 
The Chriſtian Prince Axalla, nicely bred 
In poliſh'd Arts of European Courts, 

For him forſakes his native /taly, 
And lives a happy Exile in his Service: 

Prince. Pleas'd with the Gentle Manners of that Prince, 
Our mighty Lord is laviſh to his Friendſhip; 

Tho' Omar and the Tartar Lords repine, 
And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 

Zama. Ere the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent, 
Unweary'd, thro' the num'rous Hoſt he paſt, 
Viewing with careful Eyes each ſev'ral Quarter; 
Whilſt from his Looks, as from Divinity, 

The Soldiers took preſage, and cry'd, Lead on, 
Great Alba, and our Emperor, Lead on, 


To Victory, and everlaſting Fame. 


Mir. Hear you of Bajazet ? 
Prince. Late in the Evening 
A Slave of near Attendance on his Perſon, 
*Scap'd to our Camp: from him we learn'd the Tyrant 
With Rage redoubled, for the Fight prepares ; 
Some accidental Paſſion fires his Breaſt, 
(Love, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian Captive) - 
And adds new Horror to his native Fury : 
For hve returning Suns, ſcarce was he ſeen 
By any the moſt favour'd of his Court, 
But in laſcivious Eaſe among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retir'd ; or elſe alone 
In ſullen mood ſat meditating Plagues, 
And Ruin to the world, *till yeſter Morn, 
Like Fire that NN upwards trends the Earth, 
He burſt with Fury from his Tent, commanding, 
All ſhould be ready for the Fight this Day. 
Zam. | know his Temper well, ſince in his Court, 
Companion of the brave Axa/la's Embaſſy, 5 
[ 
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Loft obſerv'd him, proud, impatient 

Of aught Superior, ev'n of Heav'n that made him; 

Fond of falſe Glory, of the ſavage Pow'r 

Of ruling without Reaſon, of Confounding 

Juſt and Unjuſt, by an unbounded Will; 

By whom Religion, Honour, all the Bands 

That ought to hold the jarring World in Peace, 

Were held the Tricks ot State, Snares of wiſe Princes 

To draw their eaſy Neighbours to Deſtruction. 

Mir. Thrice, by our Law and Prophet, has he ſworn,, 

By the World's Lord and Maker, laſting Peace 

With our great Maſter, and his Royal Friend 

The Grecian Emperor ;. as oft regardleſs 

Of plighted Faith, with moſt Un-kingly Baſeneſs, 

H'has ta'en the Advantage of their abſent Arms, 

Without a War proclaim'd, or Cauſe pretended, 

To waſte with. Sword and Fire their fruitful Fields : 

Like ſome accurſed Fiend, who 'ſcap'd from Hell, 

Poiſons the balmy Air thro' which he flies: 

He blaſts the bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 

The lab'ring Hind's beft. Hopes, and marks his Way 

with Ruin. 
Prince. But ſee ! his Fate, the mighty Tamerlane 

Comes like the proxy of inquiring ws, 

To judge, and to Redreſs. [Floariſh of Trumpets. 
Enter Tamerlane, Guards, and other Attendants. 
Tamer. Yet, yet a little, and deſttuctive Slaughter 

Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous Proſpect; 

Paſs but an Hour, which ſtands betwixt the Lives 

Of thouſands and Eternity: What Change 

Shall haſty Death make in yon glitt'ring Plain? 

Oh thou fell Monſter, War! that in a Moment 

Lay'ſt waſte the nobleſt Part of the Creation, 

The Boaſt and Maſter-piece of the Great Maker, 

That wears in vain th' Impreſſion of his Image, 

Unprivileg'd from thee. 

Health to our Friends, and to our Arms Succeſs, 

[To the Prince, Zama, and Mitvan. 

Such as the Cauſe, for which we fight, deſerves, 
Prince. Nor can we aſk beyond what Heav'n beſtows, 

Preventing ſtill our Wiſhes. See, great Sir, 

The univerſal Joy your Soldiers wear, 1 
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Omen of proſp'rous Battle. 
Impatient of the tedious Night, in Arms 
Watchſul they ſtood, expecting op'ning Day; 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on the Foe; like a hot Courſer, 
That bounding paws the mould'ring Soil, diſdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 
Tamer. Yes, Prince, I mean to give a looſe to War: 
This Morn Axalla, with my wk. Horſe, 
Arrives to join me: He, who like a Storm 
Swept with his flying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between Angoria's Wall and yon tall Mountains, 
That ſeem to reach the Clouds : and now he comes 
Loaden with Spoils, and Conqueſt, to my Aid. 
[ Flouriſb of Trumpets, 
Zam. Theſe Trumpets ſpeak his Preſence — 
Enter Axalla wwith Soldiers, Moneſes, Stratocles and Seli. 
ma Priſoners. | Axalla kneels to Tamerlane.] 
Tamer, Welcome ! thou worthy Partner of my Laurels, 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more ſacred 
Than Nature's brittle Tye. By holy Friendſhip ! 
Glory and Fame ſtood ſtill for thy Arrival, 


My Soul ſeem'd wanting in its better half, 


And languiſh'd for thy Abſence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Inſpiration of his God. 

Axalla. My Emperor! my ever Royal Maſter ! 
To whom my ſecret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms of outward Worſhip can expreſs; 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodneſs, 
Who wears his every Hour of Life out for you ? 
Yet 'tis his All, and what he has he offers; 
Nor now diſdain t'accept the Gift he brings, 
This earneſt of your Fortune. See, my Lord, 
The nobleſt Prize, that ever grac'd my Arms : 
Approach my Fair —— 

Tamer. This is indeed to Conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy Conqueſt ; 
1 be Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unſully'd Beauty, 
So tneſs, and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears, 
And looks like Nature in the World's firſt Spring ; 
But fay, Axallc 
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Seli. Moſt Renown'd in War, 
[ Kneeling to Tamerlane. 
Look with Compaſſion on a Captive Maid, 
Tho' born of hoſtile Blood; nor let my Birth, 
Deriv'd from Bajaxet, prevent that Mercy, 
Which every Subject * Fortune finds: h 
War isthe province of ambitious Man, 
IT > Who tears the miſerable World for Empire ; 
Whilſt our weak Sex, incapable of Wrong, 
On either ſide claims Privilege of Safety. [haughty Pow'r 
Tamer. [raiſing ber.] Riſe, Royal Maid, the Pride of 
Pays Homage, not receives it from the Fair; 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth, 
And urges me unwillingly to Arms; 
vets, Vet, tho? our frowning Battles menace Death 
And mortal Conflict, think not that we hold 
Seli. W Thy Innocence and Virtue as our Foe. 
Here, till the Fate of Aa is decided, 
In Safety ſtay. To-morrow is your own, 
Ner grieve for who may Conquer, or who Loſe ; 
Fortune on either ſide ſhall wait thy Wiſhes. 
Seli. Where ſhall my Wonder and my praiſe begin! 
From the ſucceſsful Labours of thy Arms ? 
Or from a Theme more ſoft, and full of Peace, 
Thy Mercy, and thy Gentleneſs? oh, Tamerlane ! 
What can I pay thee for this noble Ulage 
But grateful Praiſe ? So Heav'n itſelf is paid. 
Give Peace, ye pow'rs above, Peace to Mankind ; 
Nor let my Father wage unequal War, 
Againſt the Force of ſuch united Virtues. Proſpect 
Tamer. Heav'n hear thy pious Wiſh !- But ſince our 
Looks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 
Vetermine for us, let thy Beauty's Safety 
Be my Axalla's Cate; in whoſe glad Eyes 
| read what Joy the pleaſing Service gives him. 
Is there amongſt thy other Pris'ners aught [To Axalla. 
Worthy our Knowledge ? 
Aral. This brave Man, my Lord, 


| [ Pointing to Moneſes. 
With long Reſiſtance held the Combat doubtful : 
His Party, pteſt with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, 
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And would have left their Charge an eaſy Prey: 
Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the odds, 

Tho' hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly: 
Nor yielded till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, 

He ſeem'd to ſhame our Conqueſt, whilſt he own'ld it. 


Tamer. Thou ſpeak'ſt him as a Soldier ſhould a Soldie; 


Juſt to the Worth he finds. I would not war 


[To Moneſe: 
With-aught that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatnek;: 


Thy Habit ſpeaks thee Chriſtian—— Nay, yet more, 
My Soul ſeems pleas'd to take Acquaintance with thee, 
As if ally'd to thine : Perhaps 'tis Sympathy 
Of honeſt Minds ; like Strings wound up in Muſic, 
Where by one Touch, both utter the ſame Harmony : 
Why art thou then a Friend to Bajazet ? 
And why my Enemy ? 
Mon, If Human Wiſdom 
Could point out every Action of our Lives, 
And ſay Let it be thus, in ſpite of Fate, 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been. 
The Wretch I am. 
Tamer. The brave meet every Accident: 
With equal Minds: Think nobler of thy Foes, 
Than to account thy Chance in War an Evil. 
Mon. Far, far from that; I rather hold it grievous 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to ſeem your Enemy; 
Nor think the Baſeneſs of a vanquiſh'd Slave 
Moves me to- flatter for precarious Life, 
Or iil-bought Freedom, when I ſwear by Heav'n! 
Were I to chooſe from all Mankind a Maſter, 
It ſhould be Tamerlane. 
Tamer. A noble Freedom 
Dwells with the Brave, unknown to fawning Sycophants, 
And claims a Privilege of being believ'd. 
I take thy Praiſe as Earneſt of thy Friendſhip. 
Mon. Still you prevent the Homage I ſhould offer. 
O Royal Sir! let my Misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the hoſtile Viark I wore, 
I was, when not long ſince my Fortune hail'd me; 
Bleſs d to my wiſh, I was the Prince Moneſes; 
Born and bred up to Greatneſs ; witneſs the Blood, 
Which thro' ſucceſſive Heroes Veins ally'd 
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o our Greet Emperors, rolbd down to me. 
Feeds the bright Fame of Glory in my Heart. Ito me, 
Tamer. Ev'n that! that princely Tye ſhould bind thee: 
If Virtue were not more than all Alliance. 
It. Mon, I have a Siſter (Oh ſevere Remembrance!) 
Soldier Our noble Houſe's, nay, her Sex's Pride: 
Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her 
oneſes I Fair as the Fame of Virtue, and yet chaſte 
atneſs; As its cold Precepts, wiſe beyond her Sex. 
ore, And blooming Youth ; ſoft as n 
hee, ret greatly Brave, and jealous for her Honour: 
Such as ſhe was, to ſay I barely lov'd her, 
, Is poor to my Soul's Meaning: From our Infancy 
ony :. There grew a mutual Tenderneſs between us, 
Till not long ſince her Vows were kindly plighted 
To a young Lord, the Equal of her Birth. 
The happy Day was fix'd and now approaching, 
When faithleſs Bajazer (upon whoſe Honour, 
In ſolemn Treaty giv'n, the Greeks depended) 
With ſudden War broke in upon the Country, 
Secure of Peace, and for Defence unready. 
Tamer. Let Majeſty no more be held Divine, 
Since Kings, who are call'd Gods, profane themſe]ves. 
Mon. Among the Wretches whom that Deluge ſwept 
8 Away to Slavery, myſelf and Siſter, 
Then paſſing near the Frontiers to the Court, 
(Which waited for her Nuptials) were ſurpriz d, 
And made the Captives of the Tyrant's Power. 
Soon as we reach'd his Court, we found our Uſage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble; 
"Twas then the Storm of your victorious Arms 
Look'd back, and ſeem'd to threaten, when he preſt me 
(By oft repeating Inſtances) to draw 
My Sword for him : But when he found my Soul 
Diſdain d his Purpoſe, he more fiercely told me, 
That my Arpafia, my lov'd Siſter's Fate 
Depended on my Courage ſhewn for him. 
had long learnt to hold myſelf at nothing; 
But for her ſake, to ward the Blow from her, 
| bound my Service to the Man [ hated. 
dix Days are paſt, ſince by the Sultan's Order 
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And went to guard this Princeſs to his Camp: 

The reſt the brave Axalla's Fortune tells you. 
Tamer. Wiſely the Tyrant ſtrove, to prop his Cauſe 

By leaguing with thy Virtue : but juſt Heav'n 

Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 

To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him; 

Forget the Name of Captive, and I wiſh 

I could as well reſtore that Fair One's Freedom, 

Whoſe Loſs hangs heavy on thee : Yet ere Night 

Perhaps we may deſerve thy Friendſhip nobler ; 


Th'approaching Storm may caſt thy Shipwreck'd Wealth 


Back to thy Arms: Till that be paſt, ſince War 
(Tho! in the juſteſt Cauſe) is ever doubtful, 
I will not aſk thy Sword to aid my Victory, 
Left it ſhould hurt that hoſtage of thy Valour 
Our common Foe detains. | 
Mon. Let Bajazet 
Bend to his Yoke repining Slaves by force, 
You, Sir, have found a nobler way to Empire, 
Lord of the willing World. 
Tamer. Oh, my Axalla ! 
Thou haft a tender Soul, apt for Compaſſion, 
And art thyſelf a Lover and a Friend : 
Does not this Prince's Fortune move thy Temper ? 
Axal. Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Moneſes Fate; 
The Merit of his Virtue hardly match'd 
With diſadvent'rous Chance; Yet, Ptince, allow me, 
Allow me, from th' Experience of a Lover, 
To ſay, one Perſon, whom your Story mention'd, 
If he ſurvive) is far beyond you wretched : 
ou nam'd the Bridegroom of your beauteous Siſter. 
Mon I did: oh, moſt accurſt ! 
Axal. Think what he feels. 
Daſh'd in the Fierceneſs of his ExpeQation ; 
Then when th' approaching Minute of Poſſeſſion. 
Had wound Imagination to the height, 
Think if he lives ! — 
Mon. He lives, he does; tis true 
He lives; but how ? To be a Dog, and dead, 
Were Paradiſe to ſuch a State as his: 
He holds down Life as Children do a Potion, 
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Vith ſtrong Reluctance and convulſive Strugglings, 

hilſt his Misfortunes preſs him to diſgorge it. : 
Tamer. Spare the Remembrance ; 'tis an uſeleſs Grief, 
\nd adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 

he Revolution of a Day may bring 

zuch Turns, as Heav'n itſelf could ſcarce have promis'd, 
ar, far beyond thy Wiſh : Let that Hope chear thee. 

„ 1:y Axe/la, to diſpoſe, with Safety, 

hy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 

[he Pain, which Abſence gives ; thy other Care 

onour and Aims, now ſummon thy Attendance ; 

low do thy Office well, my Soul, remember 

hy Cauſe ; the Cauſe of Heav'n and injur'd Earth. 

D thou Supreme ! if thy Great Spirit warms 

ly glowing Breaſt, and fires my Soul to arms, 

tant that my Sword, aſſiſted by thy Pow'r, c 


ſe 


ſealth 


his Day may Peace and Happineſs reſtore, [more. 
That War and lawleſs Rage may vex the World no 
[Exeunt Tamerlane, Moneſes, Stratocles, Prince of 
Tanais, Zama, Mirvan, and Attendants. 
Manent Axalla, and Selima, with Soldiers. 
Aral. The Battle calls, and bids me haſte to leave thee, 
Oh, Selima But let DeſtruQion wait: 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter ? 
This Moment ſhall be Love's, and I will waſte it 
In ſoft Complainings, for thy Sighs and Coldneſs, 
For thy forgetful Coldneſs; even at Birza, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes firſt own'd thee, 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their beholding, 
Ey'n then thou wert not thus. 
eli. Art thou not chang'd ? 
Chriſtian Axalla : Art thou ſtill the ſame ? 
Thoſe were the gentle hours of Peace, and thou 
The World's good Angel, that didſt kindly join 
lis mighty Maſters in harmonious Friendſhip ; 
But ſince thoſe Joys, that once were ours, are loſt, 
Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of War; 
Talk of thy Conqueſt and my Chains, Axalla. 
Axal. Yet I will liſten, fair unkind Upbraider, 
Yet I will liſten to thy charming Accents, - 
With Naltho they make me curſe my Fame and Fortune, 
y Laurel-wreaths, and all the glorious Trophies, 4 
or 
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For which the Valiant bleed Oh ! thou unjuſt one, 


Doſt thou then envy me this ſmall Return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Mournings, 


For all the Pains, for all the ſleepleſs Nights 
That cruel abſence brings ? 
Seli. Away, Deceiver ! 
T will not hear thy Soothing : Ts it thus 
That Chriſtian Lovers prove the Faich they ſwear ? 
Are War and Slavery the Soft Endearments 
With which they court the Beauties they admire ? 
"TI was well my Heart was cautious of believing 


Thy Vows and thy Proteſting. Know, my Conquerot, 


Thy Sword has vanquiſh'd but the half of Selima, 
Her Soul diſdains thy Victory. 

Axal. Hear, ſweet Heav'n, | 
Hear the fair Tyrent, how ſhe wreſts Love's Laws, 
As the had vow's my Ruin! What is Conqueſt ? 
What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 
To kneel before thee, and with lifted Eyes 
To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, 
With awful, trembling Pleafure : Then to ſwear 
Thou art the Queen, and Miſſreſs of my Soul? 
Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whoſe Word next Heav'n's, 
Makes Fate at ſecond hand) bid thee diſclaim 
Thy Fears? And doft thou call thyſelf a Slave ? 
Only to try how far the fad Impreſſion 
Can fink into Axalla ! 

Seli, Oh Axalla ! 
Ought I to hear you? 

Axal. Come back, ye Hours, 
And tell my Selima what ſhe has done : 
Bring baek the time when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaſſador of Peace from Tamerlane; 
When hid by conſcious Darkneſs and Diſguiſe, 
I paſd the Danger of the watchful — ; 


Bold as the Youth who nightly ſwarm the Heleſpont - 


Then, then ſhe was not ſworn the Foe of Love ; 
When, as my Soul confeſt its Flame, and ſu'd 

In moving Sounds for Pity, ſhe frown'd rarely, 
But, bluſhing, heard me tell the gentle Tale : 
Nay, ev'n confeſt, and told me ſoftly, ſighing, 
She thought there was no Guilt in Love like mine. 


$S2li. You 
ſuffet'd I 
And warm 
es, { ha\ 
Ind call tl 
The tend” 
put, oh! 
10 baniſh 
zince thou 
have ref 
Axal. |: 
ate is no 
; Harmot 
hy doſt 
Wt damps | 
luch rat! 
hat tho 
Seli. Le 
Vait the | 
or can t 
pon a V 
\ Pow'r, 
But one R 
Aral. ( 
eli. Fo 
\nd rend. 
Axal. I. 
hat hafl 
Petwixt t 
eli. Sy 
hich w 
Un my fi 
Axal. | 
Of Heav 
es, I w 
Of my Sc 
(Thou C 
\s' Wret 
Fart with 
And trer 
lo ſmal 
or all tl 


Sell, 


nnn. 19 


deli. Young, and unſkilful in the World's falſe Arts, 
ſuffer'd Love to ſteal upon my Softneſs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltleſs Flame: 
es, [ have heard thee ſwear a thouſand times, 
\nd call the conſcious Pow'rs of H:2v'n to witneſs 
The tend'reft, trueſt, everlaſting Paſſion: 
ut, oh! 'tis paſt ; and Iwill charge Remembrance 
: To baniſh the fond Image from my Soul: 
Since thou art ſworn the Foe of Royal Bajazet, 
have reſolv'd to hate thee. 
Axal. Is it poſſible ! 
ueror late is not in thy Nature: thy whole Frame 
Harmony, without one jarring Atom. 
hy doſt thou force thy Eyes to wear this Coldneſs? 
Ii damps the Springs of Life. Oh ! bid me die, 
luch rather bid me die, if it be true, 
hat thou haſt ſworn to hate me !—— 
deli. Let Life and Death 
Vait the Deciſion of the bloody Field; 
or can thy Fate (my Conquetor) depend 
pon a Woman's Hate Yet ſince you urge 
\ Pow'r, which once perhaps i had, there is 
K but one Requeſt, that I can make with Honour. 
Aral. O] name it! fay ! 
deli. Forego your Right of War, 
und render me this Inſtant to my Father. 
Aral. Impoſſible! — The Tumult of the Battle, 
hat haſtes to join, cuts off all means of Commerce 
betwixt the Armies. 
eli. Swear then to perform it, 
hich way ſoe er the Chance of War determines, 
Un my firſt Inſtance. 
Axal. By the ſacred Majeſty 
Of Heav'n, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 
es, I will give thee this ſevereſt Proof 
D Vf my Soul's vow'd Devotion, I will part with thee: 
(Thou Cruel, to demand it,) I will part with thee, 
\s' Wretches, that are doubtful of Hereafter, 
Fart with their Lives, unwilling, loath and fearful, 
ind trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing; 
o ſmall Return that Honour can afford 
ot all this waſte of Love? 
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Seli. The Gifts of Captives 
Wear ſomewhat of Conſtraint ; and generous Minds 
Diſdain to give, where Freedom of the Choice 
Does but ſeem wanting. 
Axal. What ! not one kind Look ? 
Then thou art chang'd indeed. Hark, I am ſummon'd, 
| [ Trumpets 
And thou wilt ſend me forth like one unbleſs'd ; 
Whom Fortune has forſaken, and ill Fate 
Mark'd for Deſtruction. Thy ſurpriſing Cold neſs 
Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Courage down; 
And the firſt feeble Blow I meet ſhall raze me 
From all Remembrance: Nor is Liſe or Fame 
Worthy my Care, ſince I am loſt to thee. [ Geing, 
Seli. Ha! Goeſt thou to the Fight! | 
Axal. | do. — Farewel !— 
Seli. What! and no more? A Sigh heaves in my Breaf, 
And ſtops the ſtruggling Accents on my Tongue, 
Elſe, ſure I ſhould have added ſomething more, 
And made our Parting ſofter, 
Axal. Give it way. 
The niggard Honour, that affords not Love, 
Forbids not Pity — 
Seli. Fate perhaps has ſet 
This Day, the Period of thy Life, and Conqueſts ; , 
And I ſhall fee thee borne at Evening back, 
A breathleſs Coarſe ; — Oh ! Can I think on that, 
And hide my Sorrows ? —No—they will have way, 
And all the vital Air, that Life draws in, 
Is render'd back in Sighs. 
Axal. The murmuring Gale revives the drooping Flame 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſh'd in my Breaſt; 
So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant, and od'rous Flower, 
Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new Life. 
Seli. To ſee thee for this Moment, and no more. -— 
Oh ! help me to reſolve againft this Tenderneſs, 
That charms my fierce Reſentments, and preſents the? 
Not as thou art, mine and my Father's Foe, 
But as thou wert, when firſt thy moving Accents 
Won me to hear ; when, as I liſten'd to thee, 
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he happy Hours paſt by us unperceiv'd, 
id: ons my Soul fix d to the ſoft Enchantment. 
ral. Let me be till the ſame; Iam, I muſt be, 
Tf it were poſſible my Heart could ſtray, 
One look from thee would call it back again, 
nd fix the Wanderer for ever thine. 
Seli. Where is my boaſted Reſolution now? 
[Sinking into his Arms, 
Oh! Yes ! Thou art the ſame ; my Heart joins with thee, 
nd to betray me will believe thee till : 
t dances to the Sounds that mov'd it firſt, 
? And owns at once the Weakneſs of my Soul : 
So when ſome ſkilful Artiſt ſtrikes the Strings, 
The magic Numbers rouze our ſleeping Paſſions, 
And force us to confeſs our Grief, and Pleaſure. 
Alas! Axalla, ſay doſl thou not pity 
great. BY!) artleſs Innocence, and eaſy Fondneſs ? 
oh! turn thee from me, or I die with bluſhing. 
Aral. No —— let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born Glories that adorn thee ; 
From every Bluſh that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring, 
To revel in the Roſes — t wo not be, [ Trumpets, 
This envious Trumpet calls, and tears me from the 
Seli, My Fears increaſe, and doubly preſs me now, 
| charge thee, if thy Sword comes croſs my Father, 
Stop for a Moment, and remember me. 
Axal. Oh! doubt not, but his Life ſhall be my Care, 
Len dearer than my own —— 
deli. Guard that for me too. 
Aral. Oh! Selima ] thou haſt reſtor'd my Quiet, 
The noble Ardour of the War, with Love 
Returning, brightly burns within my Breaſt, 
And bids me be ſecure ot all hereafter. 
do chars ſome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 
(Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
With Heav'u's Forgiveneſs, and the Hopes of Mercy; 
At length the Tumult of his Soul appeas'd, 
And every Doubt and anxious Scruple eas'd, 
boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, C 


The Peace, his holy Comtorter beſtow d, 


The Guides and protects him like a Guardian God. [ Exil. 
Manen 


Anm ren. 


Manent Selima and Guard. 
Sel. In vain all Arts a love- ſick Virgin tries, 

Affects to frown, and ſeem ſeverely wiſe, 
In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes. 
If the dear Youth her Pity ſtrives to move, 
And pleads with Tenderneſs, the Cauſe of Love: 
Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful Lover's Part. 
By Love, herſelf, and Nature thus betray'd, 
No more ſhe truſts in Pride's fantaſtic Aid, 
But bids her Eyes confeſs the yielding Maid. 
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[Exit Selima, Gzards followiy, 
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Tamerlane's Camp. 
Enter Moneſes. 
Mon. HE dreadful Buſineſs of the War is over: 


With Giant Steps, paſt ſtriding o'er the Field, 
Beſmear'd and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 
Now weary fits among the mangled Heaps, 
And flumbers o'er her Prey; while from this Camp 
The chearful Sounds of Victory, and Tamerlane, 
Beat the high Arch of Heav'n ; deciding Fate, 
That crowns him with the Spoils of ſuch a Day, 
Has giv'n it as an Earneſt of the World 
That ſhortly ſhall be his. 
Enter Stratocles. 

My Stratacles ! 
Moſt happily return'd ; might I believe 
Thou bring'ſt me any [oy ? 

Stra. With my beſt Diligence, 
This Night I have enquir'd of what concerns you, 
Scarce was the Sun, who ſhone upon the Horror 
Of the paſt Day, ſunk to the Weſtern Ocean, 
When by permiſſion from the Prince Axalla, 
I mixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning from the Battle: Here a Troop 
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Of hardy Parthians red with honeſt Wounds, 

onfeſt the Conqueſt, they had well deſerv'd : 

here a dejected Crew of wretched Captives, 

gore with unprofitable Hurts, and groanin 

Under new Bondage, follow'd ſadly after 

he haughty Victor's Heels; but that, which fully 
rown'd the Succeſs of Tamerlane, was Bajaxet, 
Fall'n like the proud Archangel, from the Height, 
Vhere once (e en next to Majeſty Divine) 

| Enthron'd he ſat, down to the vile Deſcent 


And Lowneſs of a Slave; but oh! to ſpeak 
Mrne Rage, the Fierceneſs, and the Indignation ! —— 
ewin It bars all Words, and cuts Deſcription ſhort. 
Mon. Then he is fall'n! that Comet which, on high, 
Portended Ruin; he has ſpent his Blaze, 
and ſhall diſtract the World with Fears no more. 
Sure it muſt bode me well, for oft my Soul 
Has ſtarted into Tumult at his Name, 
s if my Guardian Angel took th' Alarm, 
\t the Approach of ſomewhat mortal to me: 
But ſay, my Friend, what hear'ſt thou of Arpaſia ? 


a For there my Thoughts, my every Care, are center'd. 
* Stra, Tho? on that purpoſe ſtill I bent my Search, 


et nothing certain could I gain, but this, 
That in the Pillage of the Sultan's Tent 
dome Women were made Pris'ners, who this Morning 
ere to be offer'd to the Emperor's View ; 
heir Names and Qualities, tho' oft enquiring, - 
| could not learn. 
Mon. Then muſt my Soul ſtil] labour 
beneath Uncertainty and anxious Doubt, 
The Mind's worſt State. The Tyrant's Ruin gives me 
But a Half- Eaſe, 
Stra. Tis ſaid, not far from hence a 
he Captives were to wait the Emperor's Paſſage. 
Men, Haſte we to find the Place. Oh! my Arpafia ! 
Shall we not meet? Why hangs my Heart thus heavy 
Like Death within my Boſom ? Oh ! 'tis well, 

he Joy of Meeting pays the Pangs of Abſence, 
E)\ſe who could bear it? 


When 


TA Ane. 


2.4 
When thy lov'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, 
Then I will own, 1 ought noi to complain, 

Since that ſweet Hour is worth whole Years of Pain, 


[Zxeunt Moneſes and Stratocle 


SCENES: 


The Inſide of a magnificent Tent. 
Symphony of Warlike Mufic. 


Enter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Zama, 


Mirvan, Soldiers and other Attendants. 


Axal. From this auſpicious Day the Parthian Name 


Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend 
Ev'n from the dawning Eaſt to utmoſt Thule 
The Limits of its Sway. 

Prince. Nations unknown, 
Where yet the Roman Eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their Homage to victorious Tamerlane, 
Bend to his Valour, and ſuperior Virtue, 
And own, that Conqueſt is not given by Chance, 
But, bound by fatal and reſiſtleſs Merit, 
Waits on his Arms. 

Tamer. It is too much: you dreſs me 
Like an Uſurper in the borrow'd Attributes 
Of injur'd Heay'n : Can we call Conqueſt ours? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride 
Vaunt of himſelf, and ſay, Thus have I done this? 
Oh ! vain Pretence to Greatneſs! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs, which we boaſt, 
Dark in ourſelves, and uſeleſs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ftrike for us, 


Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honour: 


"T were moſt ungrateful to diſown the Benefit, 
And arrogate a Praiſe which is not ours. 
Axal. With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
Is to deſerve that Fortune: In Adverſity 

The Mind grows tough by buffetting the Tempeſt ; 
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hieh, in Succeſs diſſolving, finks to Eaſe, 

a nd loſes all her Firmneſs. 

Tam. Oh ! Axalla ! 

ould I forget I am a Man, as thou art, 

ould not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 

ickneſs, or Thirſt, and Hunger, all the Train 

Nature's clamorous Appetites, aſſerting 

An equal Right in Kings and common Men, 

Reprove me daily ?—No—1f I boaſt of aught, 

ze it, to have been Heav'n's happy Inflrument, 

he means of Good to all my Fellow- Creatures; 

his is a King's beſt Praiſe. 
Enter Omar. | 

Omar. Honour and Fame \ Bowving to Tamerlane. 

or ever wait the Emperor; may our Prophet 

ive him ten thouſand thouſand Days of Life, 

And every Day like this. The Captive Sultan, 

Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repining, 

Attends your ſacred Will. 

Tam, Let him approach. 


Enter Bajazet and other Turkiſh Priſoners in Chains, with 
a Guard of Soldiers. 


When | ſurvey the Ruins of this Field, 
The wild DeftruMion, which thy herce Ambition 
Hasdealt among Mankind, (ſo many Widows 
and helpleſs Orphans has thy Battle made, 
That halt our Eaſtern World this Day are Mourners) 
Well may I, in behalf of Heav'n and Earth, 
Demand from thee Atonement for this Wrong. 
aja. Make thy Demand to thoſe that own thy Pow'r, 
Know, I am ſtill beyond it; and tho' Fortune 
(Curſe on that Changeling Deity of Fools!) 
Has ſtript me of the "I rain and Pomp of Greatneſs, 
That out- ſidè of a King, yet ſtil] my Soul, 
Fixt high, and of itſelf alone dependant, 
Is ever Free and Royal, and ev'n now, 
As at the head of Battle, does defy thee: 
I know what Pow'r the Chance of War has giv'n, 
And dare thee to the Uſe on't. This vile Speeching, 
This After- game of Words, is what moſtirks me; 


Which, B Spare 
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Spare that and for the reſt tis equal all 


Be it as it may. 
Tam. Well was it for the World, 

When on their Borders Neighbouring Princes met, 
Frequent-in friendly Parle, by cool Debates 
Preventing waſteful War; ſuch ſhould-our meeting 
Have been, hadſt thou but held in juſt regard 
The Sanctity of Leagues ſo often ſworn to. 

Canſt thou believe thy Prophet, or, what's: more, 


That Pow'r Supreme, which made thee, and thy Prophe 


Will, with Impunity, let paſs that Breach 

Of facred Faith giv'n to the Royal Greek ? 
Baja. Thou Pedant Talker.! ha ! art thou a King 

Poſſeſt of iacred Pow'r, Heav'n's darling Attribute, 


And doſt thou prate of Leagues, and Oaths, and Prophet 


| hate the Greek (Perdition on his Name) 
As I do thee, and would have met you both, 
As Death doth human Nature, for DeſtruQion. 

Tam. Cauſeleſs to hate is not of human kind ; 
The ſavage Brute, that haunts in Woods remote, 
And Deſert Wilds, tears not the fearful Traveller, 
If Hunger, or ſome Injury, provoke not. 

Baia. Can a King want a Cauſe, when Empire bid 
Go on? what is he born for but Ambition ? 

It is his Hunger, tis his Call of Nature, 
The noble Appetite which will be ſatisfy' d. 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him immortal. 

Tam. Henceforth I will not wonder we were Foes, 
Since Souls that differ ſo, by Nature hate, 

And ſtrong Antipathy forbids their Union. 

Baja. The noble Fire that warms me does indeed 
Tranſcend thy Coldneſs; I am pleas'd we differ, 
Nor think alike. 

Tam. No————for I think like Man, 

Thou like a Monſter ; from whoſe baleful Preſence 
Nature ſtarts back; and tho' ſhe fix'd her Stamp 

On thy cough Mats, and mark'd thee for a Man, 
Now conſcious of her Error ſhe diſclaims thee, 

As form'd for her Deſtruction 


»Tis true, lam a King, as thou haſt been: 
Honour and Glory too have been my Aim; 


But tho' I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, Wh 
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Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would I chooſe to fix my Name by Peace, 
By Juſtice, and by Mercy ; and to raiſe 
My Trophies on the Bleſſings of Mankind; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whom I ſway, 
Or Forfeit of my Honour. 
Baja. Prophet, | thank thee, —— 
Damnation! — Couldft thou rob me of my Glory, 
Todreſs up this tame King, this preaching Derviſe ? 
Uafit for War, thou ſhouldft have liv'd ſecure 
In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 
Shar'd a precarious Scepter, ſat tamely ſtill, 
And let bold Factions canton out thy Pow'r, 
And wrangle for the Spoils they robb'd thee of; 
Wbilſt I (curſe on the Pow'r that ſtops my Ardour !) 
Would, like a Tempeſt, ruſb amidſt the Nations, 
be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alba, 
My angry Thunder on the frighted World. 
Tam. The World! —'twould be too little for thy Pride: 
T, Thou would'ſt ſcale Heav'n. 
Baja. | would : — Away, my Soul 
pid Wl Diſdains thy Conference. 
Tam. Thou vain, raſh Thing, 
That with gigantic Inſolence, haſt dar'd 
To lift thy wretched ſelf above the Stars, 
1 And mate with Pow'r Almighty : Thou art fall'n! 
oes, Baj a. Tis talſe! I am not fall'n from aught I've been: 
At leaſt my Soul reſolves to keep her State, 
And ſcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune. 
* Tam. Almoſt beneath my Pity art thou fali'n : 
vince, while th' avenging Hand of Heav'a is on thee, 
And preſſes to the Duſt thy ſwelling Soul, 
rool-hardy, with the ſtronger thou contendeſt ; 
nee Lo what vaſt Heights had thy tumultuous Temper 
Been hurry'd, if Succeſs had crown'd thy Wiſhes? 
| day, what had I to expect, if thou hadit conquer'd ? 
Baja. Oh, glorious Thought ! By Heav'n! I will enjoy it, 
Tho' but in Fancy] Imagination ſhall 
Make room to entertain the vaſt Idea. 
Oh! had I been the Maſter but of Yeſterday, 
The World, the World had felt me ; and jor thee, 
Which | had us'd thee, as thou art to me,—a Dog, 
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The Object of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred: 

I would have taught thy Neck to know my Weight, 
And mounted from that Footftool to my Saddle: 
Then, when thy daily ſervile Taſk was done, 

I] would have cag'd thee; for the Scorn of Slaves, 
Till thou hadſt begg'd to die; and even that Mercy 
I had deny'd Thee: Now thou know'ſt my Mind, 
And queſtion me no farther. 

Tam. Well doſt thou teach me | 
What Juſtice ſhould exact from thee : Mankind 
With one Conſent cry out for Vengeance on thee; 
Loudly they call, to cut off this League-breaker, 
This wild Deſtroyer, from the Face of Earth. 

Baja. Do it, and rid chy ſhaking Soul at once 
Ot its worſt Fear. u | 

Tam, Why ſlept the Thunder, 

That ſhould have arm'd the Idol Deity, 

And giv'n thee Pow'r, ere yefier Morn was ſet, 

To ſhake the Soul of Tamer/ane © Hadſt thou an Arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou ſhould'ſt have prov d it on me, 
Amidſt the Sweat and Blood of yonder Field. 
When, thro' the Tumult of the War, I ſought thee, 
Fenc'd in with Nations. | 

Baja. Curſe upon the Stars, | 
That fated us to ditterent Scenes of Slaughter! 

Oh! could my Sword have met thee ! — 

Jam. Thou hadit then 57 
As now, been in my Pow'r, and held thy Life 
Dependant on my Gift Yes, Bajaget, 
bid thee, Live. — So much my Soul diſdains, 


That thou ſhould think, Jean fear aught but Heav'n: 


Nay more; couldit thou forget thy b uta] Fiercenefs, 
And form thyſeit to Manhood, I would bid thee, 
Live, and be (till a King, that thou may'f learn 
What Man ſhould be to Man, in War tememb'ſing 
The common Tye, and Brotherhood of Kind. 

This Royal Tent, with ſuch of thy Domeſtics 

As can be found, ſhall wait upon thy Service ; 
Not will I uſe my Fortune, to demand 

Hard Terms of Peace, but ſuch as thou map'ſt offer 
With Honour, I with Honour may receive,* 


[*Tamerlane en, to an Officer, who unbinds Bajazet. 
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Baja. Ha ! ſay'ſt thou--no!--our Prophet's Vengeance 


Damnation on thee ! thou {mooth fawning Talker! 
Give me again my Chains, that I may curſe thee, 
And gratify my Rage: Or, if thou wilt 
Bea vain Fool, and play with thy Perdition, 
Remember I'm thy Foe, and hate thee deadly. 
Thy Fol.y on thy Head! | 
Tam. Be (till my Foe. | 
Great Minds (like Heav'n) are pleas'd in doing good, 
Tho' the ungratefu] Subjects of their Favours 
Are barren in return : I hy ſtubborn Pride, 
That ſpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, 
Shall in my Honour own, and thy Deſpite, 
| have done, as I ought... Virtue till does 
With Scorn the Mercenary World regard, 
Where abje& Souls do good, and hope Reward : 


She ſeeks not Honours, Wealth, nor-airy Praiſe, 
But with herſelf, Herſelf, the Goddeſs pays. 
[Exeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, 
Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants. 


Manent Bajazet, Omar, Guards. 


Baja. Come, lead me to my Dungeon ; plunge me 
| [down 
Deep from the hated ſight of Man, and Day, 
Where, under Covert of the friendly Darkneſs, 
My Soul may brood, at leiſure, o'er its Anguiſh. 
Omar, Our Royal Maſter wou'd, with noble Uſage, 


Make your Misfortunes light: he bids you hope — 

2, Baja. I tell thee, Slave, I have ſhook hands with Hope, 
And all my Thoughts are Rage, Deſpair, and Horror. 

; Enter Haly, Arpaſia, and Women Attendants. 


Ha? wherefore am I thus? Perdition ſeize me ! 

But my cold Blood runs ſhriv'ring to my Heart, 

As at ſome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 

With dreadful Action ftalks around our Beds. 

The Rage and fiercer Paſſions of my Breaſt 

Are loſt in new Confuſion. — Arpaſia ! — Haly ! | 
Hal, Oh Emperor! for whoſe hard Fate our Prophet 

B 3 And 
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And all the Heroes of thy ſacred Race 
Are ſad in Paradiſe, thy faithful Hal, 
TheSlave of all thy Pleaſures, in this Ruin, 
This Univerſal Shipwreck of thy Fortunes, 
Has gather'd up this Treaſure for thy Arms : 
Nor ev'n the Victor, baughty Tamerlane, 
(By whole Command, once more thy Slave beholds thee) 
Denies this Bleſſing to thee, but with Honour 
Renders thee back thy Queen, thy beauteous Bride. 
Baja. Oh ! had her Eyes, with Pity, ſeen my Sorrows, 
Had ſhe the Softneſs of a tender Bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not have beftow'd a greater Bleſſing, 
And Love had. made amends for loſs of Empire. 
But ſee, what Fury dwells upon her Charms! 
What Lightning flaſhes from: her angry Eyes ! 
With a malignant Joy fhe views my Ruin : 
Ev'n Beauteous in her Hatred, ſtill ſhe charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous Soul to Love. 
Arpa. And dat'ſt thou hope, thou Tyrant! Raviſher? 
That Heav'n has any Joy in ſtore for thee? 
Look back upon the Sum of thy paſt Life, 
Where Tyranny, Oppreſſion, and injuſtice, 
Perjury, Murders, ſwell the black Account, 
Where loſt Arpafia's Wrongs ſtand bleeding freſh, 
Thy laſt recorded Crime; but Heav'n has found thee 
My weary Soul ſhall bear a little longer ; 
The pain of Life, to call for Juſtice: on thee, 
That once complete, fink to the peaceful Grave, 
And loſe the Mem'ry of my Wrongs and Thee. 
Bajo. Thou rail'it ! I thank thee for it——Be perverſe, 
And muſter all the Woman in thy Soul ; 
Goad me with Curſes, be a very Wife, 
That I may fling off this tame Love, and hate thee. 
Enter Moneſes. [Bajazet farting |] 
Ha! — Keep thy Temper, Heart! ner take alarm 
At a Slave's Preſence. 
Mon. It is Ar paſia | Leave me, thou cold Fears, 
Sweet as the roſy Morn ſhe breaks upon me, 
And Sorrow like the Night's unwholſome Shade, 
Gives way before the Golden Dawn ſhe brings. 
Baja. Ha, Chriſtian ! Is it well that we meet thus ? 
[ Advarc ng towwarss * 
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Is this thy Faith ? | 
Mon. Why does thy frowning Brow 
put on this Form of Fury * Is it ſtrange | 
We ſhould meet here Companions in Misfortune, 
he Capiives of cue common Chance of War? 
Nor ſhouldſt thou wonder, that my Sword has fail'd 
Wefore the Fortune of Victorious Tamerlune, 
EWhen thou with Nations like the ſanded Shore, 
With half the warring World upon thy ſide, 
Couldſt not ſtand up againſt his dreadtul Battle, 
That cruſh'd thee with its Shock, Thy Mer can witneſs, 
hoſe Cowards, that forſook me in the Combat, 
My Sword was not unactive. 
Baja, No. tis falſe. 
where is my Daughter, thou vile Greek ? thou haſt 
Betray d her to the Tartar ; or even worſe, 
Pale with thy Fears, didſt loſe her like a Coward, 
And like a Coward now, wouldſt caſt the blame 
On Fortune, and il} Stars. 
Men. Ha ! ſaidſt thou like a Coward ? 
What Sanity, what Majeſty Divine 
Haſt thou put on, to guard thee from my Rage? 
That thus thou dar'ſtfto wrong me. 
Baja. Out, thou Slave, 
And know me for thy Lord 
Mon. | tell thee, Tyrant, 
When in the Pride of Pow'r thou ſatſt on high, 
When like an-Idol thou wert vainly worſhipp'd, 
By proſtrate Wretches, born with laviſh Souls: 
Ey'n when thou wert a King, thou wert no more, 
Nor greater than Moneſes ; born of a Race, | 
Royal, and Great as thine : What art thou now then? 
The Fate of war has ſet thee with the Loweſt ; 
And Captives (like the Subjects of the Grave) 
Loſing DiſtiaQion, ſerve one common Lord. 
Baja, Brav d by this Dog! now give a looſe to Rage, 
And curſe thyſelf, curſe thy falſe cheating Prophet. 
Ha ! yet there's ſome Revenge. Hear me, thou Chriſtian; 
Thou lefiſt that Siſter with me :—— Thou Impoilor ! 
Thou Boaſter of thy Honeſty ! Thou Liar ! 
but take ber to thee back. 
Now. io explore my Priſon — If it holds 
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Another Plague like this, the reftleſs Damn'd 

If Mufties lye not) wander thus in Hell: 

From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run, 
Then from their Froſts to Fires return again, 

Aud only prove variety of Pain. [Exeunt Bajazet and Hal) 

Arpa. Stay, Bajazel, I charge thee by my Wrongs ! 
Stay and unfold a Tale of ſo much Horror, 

And only fits thy telling — Oh, Moneſes / 

Men. Why doit thou weep ? why this tempeſtous Paſſion 
That ſtops thy falt'ring Tongue ſhort on my Name? 
Oh, ſpeak! unveil this Miſtery of Sorrow, 

And draw the diſmal Scene, at once, to ſight. 

Arpa. Thou art undone, loſt, ruin'd, and undone ! 

Mon. I will not think 'tis ſo, while I have thee, 
While thus 'tis giv'n to fold thee in my Arms ; 

For while | ſigh upon thy panting Boſom, 
The fad Remembrance of paſt Woes is loſt. 

Arpa. Forbear to ſooth thy Soul with flatt'ring Thought 
Of Evils overpaſt, and Joys to come: 

Our Woes are like the genuine Shade beneath, 
Where Fate cuts off the very Hopes of Day, 
And everlaſting Night and Horror reign. 

Mon. By all the Tenderneſs and chaſte Endearments 
Of our paſt Love, I charge thee, my Arpaſia, 
To eaſe my Soul of Doubts ; give me to know 
At once the utmoſt Malice of my Fate. 

Arpa. Take then thy wretched Share in all I ſuffer, 
Still Partner of my Heart. Scarce hadſt thou left 
The Sultan's Camp, when the Imperious Tyrant, 
Soft'ning the Pride and Fierceneſs of his Temper, 
With gentle Speech made offer of his Love. 

Amaz'd, as at the Shock of ſudden Death, 

J ftarted into Tears, and often urg'd 

(Tho? ſtill in vain) the Difference of our Faiths : 
At laſt, as flying to the utmoſt Refuge, 

With lifted Hands, and ſtreaming Eyes, I own'd 


The Fraud; which when we firſt were made his Pris'ners, 


Conſcious of my unhappy Form, and fearing 
For thy dear Life, I forc'd thee to put on 
Thy borrow'd Name of Brother, mine of Siſter: 
Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 

Our mutual Vows had made before the Prieſt. 
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indling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 
ths be it 0, be cry'd. Think thou thy Vows 
Giv'n to a Slave ſhall bar me from thy Beauties? 
Then bade the Prieſt pronounce the Marriage Rites, | 
Which he petform'd, whilſt ſhrieking with Deſpair, 
I call'd in vain the Pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. 
Men. Villain! Imperial Villain !—Oh, the Coward ! 
Aw'd by his Guilt, tho' back'd by Force and Power, 
He durit not to my Face avow his Purpoſe ; 
But in my Abſence like a lurking Thiet 
Stole on my Treaſure, and at once undid me. 


Ar ba. Had they not kept me from the means of Death, 


Forgetting all the Rules of Chriſtian Suffering, 
had done a defp'rate Murder on my Soul, 
Ere the rude Slaves, that waited on his Will, 
Had forc'd me to his —— 
Mon. Stop thee there, Arpaſia, 
And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene ; 
Let not Thought enter, left the buſy Mind 
Should Muſter ſuch a Train of monſtrous Images, 
As would diftrat me. Oh! I cannot bear it, 
Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my joys - 
Were treaſur'd up, to have thee rifled thus! 
Thus torn untaſted from my eager Wiſhes ! 
but I will have thee from him. Tamerlane 
(The Sovereign Judge of Equity on Earth) 
Shall do me Tuffice on this mighty Robber, . 
And render back thy Beauties to Moneſer. 


Apa. And who ſhall render back my Peace, my Honour, 


The ſpotleſs Whiteneſs of my Virgin Soul? 
Ah! no, Moneſss — —think not I will ever 
Bring a poluted Love to thy chaſte Arms: 
am the T'yrant's Wife. Oh, fatal Title! 
And, in the ſight of all the Saints, have ſworn, 
By Honour, Womanhood, and _— Shame, 
To know no ſecond Bride bed but my Grave. 
Mon. | ſwear it muſt not be, ſince ſtill my Eye 
Finds thee as heav'nly white, as Angel pute, 
As in the earlieſt Hours of Life thou wert. 
Nor art thou his, but mine; thy firſt Vow's mine, 
Thy Soul is mine 
Arta. Oh | think not, that the Pow'r - 
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Of moſt perſuaſive Eloquence can make me 
Forget I've been another's, been his Wife: 
Now by my Bluſhes; by the ſtrong Confuſjon, 
And Anguiſh of my Heart ! ſpare me, Moneſes, 
Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 
.Shortly, (oh! very ſhortly) if my Sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me, 
Death ſha!l diflolve the fatal Obligation, 
And give me up to Peace, to that bleſt Place 
Where the Gogd reſt from Care and anxious Life. 

Men. Oh ! teach me, thou fair Saint, like thee to ſuffer: 
Teach me, with hardy Piety, to combat 
The preſent Ills; inſtruct my Eyes to paſs 
The narrow Bounds of Life, this Land of Sorrow, 
And with bold Hopes to view the Realms beyond, 
Thoſe diſtant Beauties of the future State. 
Tell me, Arpaſia, —— ſay, what Joys are thoſe, 
That wait to crown the Wietch who ſuffers here ?- 
Oh ! tell me, and ſuſtain my failing Faith. 

Arpa. Imagine ſomewhat exquiſitely fine, 
Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd Mind 
Can barely know, unable to deſcribe it; 
Imagine, 'tis a TraQ of endleſs Joys, 
Without Satiety, or Interruption ; 
Imagine 'tis to meet, and part no more. 


Mon. Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ſuch may be our Lot! 


Let us be bleſt rogether. —— Oh ! my Soul! 
Build on that Hope, and let it arm thy Courage, 
To irugg's with the Storm, that parts us now. 
Arpa. Yes! my Moneſes, now the Surges rite, 
The ſwelling Sea breaks in between our Barks, 
And drives us to our Fate on different Rocks. 
Farewel—— my Soul lives with thee, —— 
Mon. Death is parting ; 
*Tis the laſt ſad Adieu 'twixt Soul and Body, 
But this is ſomewhat worfe—my Joy, my Comſort, 
All that was left in Life, fleets after thee. 
My aking Sight hangs on thy parting Beauties, 
Thy Lovely Eyes ail drown'd in Floods of Sorrow! 
So ſinks the ſetting Sun beneath the Waves, 
And leaves the Traveller in pathleſs Woods, 
Benighted and forlern— Thus with fad. Eyes | 
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eſtward he turns, to mark the Light's Decay, | 
Til having loſt the laſt feint Glimpſe of Day, 
EC hearleſs, in Darkneſs, he purſues his Way, 

[Exeunt Moneſes and Arpaſia ſeveral'y. 


* — 


AG ICE FTEME L 


The Infide of the Royal Tent. 
Enter Axalla, Selima, and Nomen Attendants... 


fer: 


Axalla.. 


AN there-be aught in Love, beyond this Proof, - 

This wondrous Proof, I give thee of my Faith? 

To tear thee from my bleeding Bofom thus? 

To rend the Strings of Life to ſet thee ftee, 

And yield thee to a cruel Father's Power, 

Toe io my Hopes? What canſt thou pay me back, 

What but thyſelf (thou Angel) for this Fondneſs? 
Se/. Thou doſt upbraid me, Beggar as I am,: 

And urge me with my Poverty of Love. 

Perhaps thou thinkſt tis nothing for a Maid 

To ſtruggle through the Niceneſs of her Sex, 

The Bluſhes and the Fears, and own ſhe loves : 

Thou think'ſt tis nothing for my artleſs Heart 

To own my Weakneſs and confe(s thy Triumph. 
Aral. Oh ! yes, I own it; my charm'd Ears neer knew - 

A Sound-of ſo much Rapture, ſo much Joy. 

Not Voices,” Inſtruments, nor warbling Birds, 

Not Winds, not murm'ring Waters join'd in Concert, 

Not tuneful Nature, not th' according Spheres 

Utter ſuch Harmony, as when my Selima, 

With dewn caſt Looks, and Bluſhes, ſaid, -I love— - 
Sel. And yet thou ſayſt, lam a Niggard to thee: - 

| wear the Balance ſhall be held between us, 

And Love be Judge, if aſter all the Tender neſs, 

Tears and Confuſion of my Virgin Soul, 

Thou ſhould'ſt complain of aught, unjuſt Axalla * 
Axal. Why was Jever bleſt ? Why is Remembrance 

Rich with a thouſand pleaſing Images 


Lot! 


Ot 


* 
— 
ad 


4 
. 
J 
1 
. 
4 
2 
5 
2 


36 TAM EH RM L AN z. 


Of paſt Enjoyments, ſince tis but to plague me © 
When thou art mine no more, what will it eaſe me 
To think of all the golden Minutes paſt, 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy? 
But like an Angel fall'n from Bliſs, to curſe 
My preſent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loſt: 
Sel. Hope better for us both; nor let thy Fears, 
Like an unlucky Omen, croſs my Way. 
My Father rough and ſtormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and with Fondneſs, 
Paternal, ever met me with a Bleſling. 
Oft when offence had ftirr'd him to ſuch Fury, 
That not grave Counſellors for Wiſdom fam'd, 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battles, 
Preſum'd to ſpeak, but ſtruck with awful Dread, 
Were huſh'd as Death: yet has he ſmil'd on me, 
Kiſs'd me, and bid me utter all my Purpoſe ; 
Till, with my idle Prattle, I had ſooth'd him, 
And won him from his Anger. 
Axal. Oh ! I know, 
Thou haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Tempers, 
Herds would forget to graze, and ſavage Beaſts 
Stand ſtill and loſe their Fierceneſs, but to hear. thee,. 
As if they had Reflection, and by Reaſon | 
Forſook a leſs Enjoyment for a greater. 
But oh ! when 1 revolve each Circumſtance, 
My Chritian Faith, my Service cloſely bound- 
To Tamerlane my Maſter; and my Friend: 
Tell me (my Charmer) if my Fears are vain: ? 
Think what remains for me, if the fierce Sultan 
Should doom thy Beauttes to another's Bed ? 
Sel. Tis a ſad Thought; but to appeaſe thy Doubt 
Here in the awful Sight of Heav'n, I vow; 
No Pow'r ſhall-&'er divide me from thy Love, 
Ev'n Duty ſhall not force me to be falſe. 
My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms, 
But never from my Heart; and when the Maids 
Shall yearly come with Garlands of freſh Flow'rs, 
To mourn with pious Office o'er my Grave, 
They ſhall fit ſadly down, and weeping tell, 
How well I lov'd, how much I ſuffer'd for thee. 


And while they grieve my Fate, ſhall praiſe my Crt 
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Aral. But ſee the Sultan comes I my beating Heart 
Bounds with exulting Motion ; Hope and Fear 
Fight with alternate Conqueſt in my Breaſt. 

Oh? Can] give her from me? Yield her up? 
Now mourn, thou God of Love, fince Honour triumphs, 
And crowns his cruel Altars with thy Spoils. 

Enter Bajazet. 

Baj. To have a nauſeous Courteſy: forc'd on me 
Spite of my Will by an inſulting Foe 
Ha! they would break the Fierceneſs of my Temper, 
And make me ſupple for their flavift Purpoſe : 

Curſe on their fawning Arts; from Heav'n itſelf 
1 wou'd not on ſuch Terms receive a Benefit, 
But ſpurn it back upon the Giver's Hand: 
Selima comes forward and kneels to Bajazet. 

Sel. My Lord; my Royal Father! 

Baj. Ha! what art thou ? 
What heav'nly Innocence? that in a Form 
So known, ſo lov'd, haſt left thy Paradiſe, 
For joyleſs Prifon, for this Place of Woe! 
Art thou Selima? 

Sel. Have you forgot me? 
Alas, my Piety is then in vain ; 
Your Selima, your Daughter whom you lov'd, 
The fondling once of her dear Father's Arms, . 
Is come to claim her Share in his Misfortunes ; . 
To wait and tend him with obſequious Daty ; 
To fit, and weep for every Care he feels; 
To help to wear the tedious Minutes out, 
To ſoſten Bondage, and the Loſs of Empire. 

Baj. Now by our Prophet! if my wounded Mind 
Could know a Thought of Peace, it would be now. 
Ev'n from thy prating Infancy thou wert 
My Joy, my little Angel ; ſmiling Comfort 
Came with thee {till to glad me: Naw I'm curs'd 
Ev'n in thee too: Reproach and Intamy 5 
Attend the Chriſtian Dog, to whom thou wert truſted: 
To ſee thee here !—'twere better fee thee dead, 

Axal., Thus Tamerlane to Royal Bajazet, © 
(With Kingly Greeting ſends: Since with the Brave, 
The bloody Bug neſs of the Fight once ended) 

Sein Hate and Oppoſition ovght to ceale ; 


o 
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Thy Queen already to thy Arms reſtor'd, 


Receive this ſecond Gift, thy beauteous Daughter: 


And if there be aught farther in thy Wiſh, 
Demand with Honour, and obtain it freely. 


Baj. Bear back thy fulſome Greeting to thy Maſter, . 


Tell him, I'll none on't: Had he been a God, 
All his Omnipotence could not reſtore 

My Fame diminiſh'd, Loſs of Sacred Honour, 
The Radiancy of Majeſty eclips'd. 

For aught beſides, it is not worth my Care; 
The Giver and his Gifts are both beneath me. 


Axal. Enough of War the wounded Earth has known; 


Weary at length and waſted with Deſtruction, 
Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd Head, to ſhew 
Her Cities humbled, and her Countries ſpoil'd, 
And to her mighty Maſter ſues for Peace. 
Oh, Sultan ! by the Pow'r Divine I ſwear ! 
With Joy I wou'd reſign the ſavage Trophies 
In Blood and Battle gain'd, could I atone 
The fatal Breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlane ;_ 
And think a Soldier's Glory well beſtow'd, 
To buy Mankind a Peace. 
Baj. And what art thou? 
That doſt preſume to mediate 'twixt the Rage 
Of angry Kings? 
Axa. A Prince, born of the nobleſt, 
And of a Soul that anſwers to that Birth. 
That dares not but do well. Thou doſt put on- 
A forc'd Forgetfulneſs, thus not to know me, 
A Gueſt fo lately to thy Court, then meeting. 
On gentler Terms. | 
Se/. Could aught efface the Merit 


Of brave Axalla's Name, yet when your Daughter 


Shall tell, how well, how nobly ſhe was us'd ; 


How light this gallant Prince made all her Bondage; 


Moſt ſure the Royal Bajazet will own 
That Honour ſtands indebted to ſuch Goodneſs, 
Nor can a Monarch's Friendſhip more than pay it. 


Baj. Ha! Know'ſt thou that, fond Girl? Co 


*tis not well 
And when thou couldſt deſcend to take a Benefit 
From a vile Chiiſtian, and thy Father's Foe, .. 
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zou didſt an AR diſhoneſt to thy Race; 
Henceforth, unleſs thou meanſt to cancel all 
f My Share in thee, and write thyſelf a Baſtard ;; 
Pie, ſtarve, know any Evil, any Pain, 

Rather than taſte a Mercy from theſe Dogs. 


Sel. Alas! Axalla ! 
Axal. Weep not, lovely Maid ; 


I (wear, one pearly Drop from thoſe fair Eyes 


Would over-pay the Service of my Life ; 
One Sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry Father's Frowns and Fierceneſs, | 
Bej Oh! my curs'd Fortune ! — am I faln thus low? 
Diſhonour'd to my Face? thou Earth-born thing, 
Thou Clod ! how haſt thou dar'd to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the ſacred Race of mighty Ottoman ? 
Whom Kings, whom ev'n our Prophet's holy Offspring 
At diſtance have beheld ; and what art thou ? 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth ? 
Thou vile Obſcurity ! Ha !—-ſay—thou baſe one. 
Axal. Thus challeng'd, Virtue, modeſt as ſhe is, 


Stands up to do herſelf a common Juſtice, 


To anſwer, and aſſert that inborn Merit, 

That Worth, which conſcious to herſelf ſhe feels. 

Were Honour to be ſcann'd by long Deſcent, 

From Anceſtors i||uſtrious, I could vaunt 

A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount. 

Among my Fathers, Names of ancient Stoty, 

Heroes and God-like Patriots, who ſubdu'd 

The World by Arms and Virtue, and being Romans 

Scorn'd to be Kings; but that be their own Praiſe : 

Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead, 

Myſelf an Undeſcrver. I could prove 

My Friendſhip ſuch, as thou mightſt deign Vaccept- 

With Honour, when it comes with friendly Office, 

To render back thy Crown, and former Greatneſs : 

And yet ev'n this, ev'n all is poor, when Selima 

With matchleſs Worth weighs down the adverſe Scale. 
Baj. To give me back what Yeſterday took. from me, 

Wou'd be to give like Heav'n, when having finiſh'd 

This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 

He bade his Fav'rite Man be Lord of all. 
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Axal. Nor is this Gift beyond my Pow'r ; 
Oft has the mighty Maſter of my Arms 
Urg'd me with large Ambition to demand 
Crowns and Dominions from his bounteous Pow'r : 
Tis true I wav'd the Proffer, and have held it 
'The worthier Choice, to wait upon his Virtues, 

To be the Friend and Partner of his Wars, 
Then to be Aa's Lord: Nor wonder then, 
If in the Confidence of ſuch a Friendſhip, 

I promile boldly for the Royal Giver, 

Thy Crown, and Empire. 

Baja. For our Daughter thus 
Meanſt thou to barter ? ha! I tell thee, Chriſtian; 
There is but one, one Dowry, thou canſt give, 

And I can ask, worthy my Daughter's Love. 
Aral. Oh! name the mighty Ranſom, task my Bowl, 
Let there be Danger, Difficulty, Death. 
Teenhance the Price. 
Baja. I take thee at thy Word. 
Bring me the Tartar's Head. 
Axal. Ha! Fe 
Baja. Tamerlane's, 
That Death, that deadly Poiſon to my Glory. 
Axal. Prodigious | ! Horrid ! 
Seli. Loſt ! for ever loſt ! ſllelſe! 
Baja. And could'ſt thou hope to bribe me with aught 
With a vile Peace patch'd up on flaviſh Terms? 
With tributary Kingſhip ? — No To merit 
A Recompence from me, ſate my Revenge. 
The Tartar is my Bane, I cannot bear him; 
One Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both; 
Still ſhall we hate, and with Defiance deadly 
Keep Rage alive, till one be loſt for ever; 
As it two Suns ſhould meet in the Meridian, | 
And ftrive in fiery Combat for the Paſſage. 
Weep'ſt thou, fond Girl ? Now as thy King, and Father, 
I charge thee, drive this Slave from thy Remembrance. 
Hate ſhall be pious in thee; come and join 
[ * Loying bold on ber Hand 
To curſe thy Fathers Foes. 
Se /. Undone for ever! 
Now Tyrant Duty, art thou yet obey d? 4 
0 


here is 


Axal. 


8 The Co 
Has wro 


The Ty 
Fiercely 
But ſwes 
He bade 
Upon wi 
And ſtan 
The He 
Bleed, b 
Oh, Em 
Some no 
Then let 
"Tis eaſt 


E, 


Mon. 
You wor 
To give 

Prince 
We mu 

Mon. | 

Prince 
Is not of 
(One wi 
Keeps hi 

Mon. 
Eſpecial! 
Nor will 

Prince 


Imports 


i un at a SD 5 41 


here is no more to give thee. Oh Axalla 

[Bajazet /eads out Selima, ſbe looking back on 

Axalla. 

Aral. Tis what I fear'd ; Fool that I was t'obey: 
ET he Coward Love, that could not bear her Frown, 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps ev'n now, 
The Tyrant's Rage prevails upon her Fears. 
Fiercely he ſtorms, ſhe weeps, and ſighs, and trembles, 
But ſwears at Jength, to think on me no more. 
He bade me take her. — But, oh gracious Honour! 
Upon what Terms ? My Soul yet ſhudders at it, 
And ſtands but half recover'd of her Fright. 
The Head of Tamer/ane! monſtrous Impiety ! 
Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtue's Martyr. 
Oh, Emperor, I ownl ought to give thee 
Some nobler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith, 
Then let the Pains I feel my Friendſhip prove, 
'Tis eaſter far to die, than ceaſe to love. 


ow, 


[Exit Axalla. 
Fc. NN 


Tamerlane's Camp. 


ro; Enter ſeverally Moneſes, and Prince of Tanais. 

Mon, If I not preſs untimely on his Leiſute, 

You would much bind a Stranger to your Service, 

To give me means of Audience from the Emperor. 
Prince. Moſt willingly, tho” for the preſent Moment 

We muſt intreat your Stay ; he holds him private. 

Mon. His Council, I preſume. 

Prince. No; the Aﬀair 

Is not of Earth, but Heav'n ——a Holy Man, 


(One whom our Propher's Law calls ſuch) a Derviſe 


er, Keeps him in Confetence. 
1 Mon. Hours of Religion, 

Eſpecially of Princes, claim a Reverence, 
land. WW Nor will be interrupted. 


Prince. What his Buſineſs 

Imports, we know not : but with earneſt Suit 
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This Moen he begg'd Admittance. Our great Maſter 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heav'n) 
In reverend Regard holds all that bear 
Relation to Religion, and, no notice 
Of his Requeſt, receiv'd him on the Inſtant. 
Mon. We will attend his Pleaſure. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Tamerlane, and à Derviſe. 
Tam. Thou bring'ſt me thy Credentials from the Higheſ, 
From A ba, and our Prophet: Speak thy Meſlage, 
It muſt import the beſt and nobleſt Ends. 
Der. Thus ſpeaks our holy Mabamet, who has giv'n thee 
To reign, and conquer: Ill doſt thou repay 
The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful of 
The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatneſs flow. 
Thou haſt forgot high Heav'n, haſt beaten down, 
And trampled on Religion's Sanctity. 
Tam. Now, as Jam a Soldier, and a King, 
(The greateft Names of Honqur) do but make 
'Thy Imputation out, and Tamer/ane 
Shall do thee ample Juſtice on himſelf : 
So much the ſacred Name of Heav'n awes me, 


Could I ſuſpeQ.my Soul of harb'ring aught 


To its Diſhonour, I would ſearch it ſtrictly, 
And drive th' offending Thought with Fury forth. 

Der. Yes, thou haſt hurt our Holy Prophet's Honour, 
By foſtring the pernicious Chriſtian SeQ ; 
Thoſe, whom his Sword purſu'd with fell DeſtruQion, 
Thou tak'ſt into thy. Boſom, to thy Councils; 
They are thy only Friends: The true Believers: 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tam, | fear me, thou out-go'ſt the Prophet's Order 
And bringſt his venerable Name to ſhelter 
A Rudeneſs ill- becoming thee to uſe, 
Or me to ſuffer. When thou nam'ſt my Eriend, 
Thou nam'ſt a Man beyond a Monk's diſcerning, 
Virtuous, and Great, a Warrior, and a Prince. 

Der. He, is a Chriſtian ; there our Law condemns him, 
Altho' he were ev'n all thou ſpeak'ſt, and more. {ſtuous 


Tam. Tis falſe; no Law Divine condemns the Vir- 


For differing from the Rules your Schools deviſe. 
Look round, how Providence beſtows alike 
Sunſuine and Rain, to bleſs the fruitſul Year, 
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a different Nations, all of different Faiths; | 
nd (tho' by. ſevera] Names and Titles worſhipp'd) 
eavn takes the various Tribute of theic Praiſe ; 
ince all agree to on, at leaſt to mean, 
Dne beſt, one greateſt, only Lord of All. 
Thus when he view'd the many Forms of Nature, 
e found that all was good, and bleſt the fair Variety. 
Der. Moſt impious, and profane !——nay, frown. not, 
ull of the Prophet, I deſpiſe the Danger [ Prince. 
Tby angry Pow'r may threaten : I command thee 
To hear, and to obey ; ſince thus ſays Mabome l 
hy have I made thee dreadful to the Nations? 
Vhy have I giv'n thee Conqueſt ? but to ſpread 
My ſacred Law ev'n to the utmoſt Earth, 
nd make my Holy Mecca the World's Worſhip 2 
o on, and whereſoe er thy Arms ſhall proſper, 
Plant there the Prophet's Name :. with Sword and Fire 
Drive out all other Faiths, and let the World 
Confeſs him only. 
Tam. Had he but commanded 
My Sword to conquer all, to make the World 
Know but one Lord, the Task were not ſa. hard; 
'Twere but to do what has been done already; 
And Philip's Son and Cæſar did as much: 
But to ſubdue ch' unconquerable Mind, 
To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect 
Upon all Apprehenſions; to force this, 
Or this Man, juſt to think, as thou and I do; 
Impoſſible ! Unleſs Souls were alike 
In all, which differ now like Human Faces. | 
Der. Well might the Holy Cauſe be carry'd on, 
If Muſſulmen did not make war on Muſſs/men. 
Why hold'ſt thou Captive a believing Monarch? 
Now, as thou hop'ſt to 'ſcape the Prophet's Curſe, 
Releaſe the Royal Bajazer, and join 
Wich Force united, to deſtroy the Chiiſtians. { Zeal. 
Tam. Tis well—I've found the Cauſe that mov'd thy 
What ſhallow Politican ſet thee on, | 
ln hopes to fright me this way to Compliance? 
Der. Our Prophet only. — 
Tamer. No -- — thou doſt belye him, 
Thou maker of new Faiths ! that dar'ſt to build is 
A 
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Thy fond Inventions on Religion's Name, 
Religion's Luſtre is by native Innocence 
Divinely pure, and fimple from all Arts; 
You daub, and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, 
The Harlot of your Fancies, and by adding 
Falſe Beanties, which ſhe wants not, make the World 
Suſpect her Angel's Face is foul beneath, 
And wo'not bear all Lights. Hence ! I have found thee 
Der. | have but one reſort. Now aid me, Prophet. Aid. 
Vet I have ſomewhat farther to unfold ; 
Our Prophet ſpeaks to thee in Thunder — thus 
[he Derviſe draws a conceaÞd Dagger au 
offers to lab Tamerlane. 
Tam. No, Villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its. Wor. 
ſhippers, [ Wrefting the Dagger from bin 
And blaſts the Murderer's Purpoſe. Think thou Wretch, 
Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, and tremble 
Whea I ſhall doom thee 
Der. Tis but Death at laſt, 
And I will ſuffer greatly for the Cauſe 
That urg'd me firſt to the bold Deed. 
Tam. Oh, impious ! 
Enthuſiaſm thus makes Villains, Martyrs. 
[ Paufing.] It ſhall be ſo To die! 'twere a Reward— 
Now learn the difference 'twixt thy Faith and mine: 
Thine bids thee lift thy Dagger to my Throat, 
Mine can forgive the Wrong, and bid thee live. 
Keep thy own wicked Secret, and be ſafe : 
If thou continu'ſt ſtill to be the ſame, 
"Tis Puniſhmentenough to be a Villain; 
If thou repent'ſ, I have gain'd one to Virtue, 
And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy. 
Hence] from my Sight—lt ſhocks my Soul, to think 
That there is ſuch a Monſter in my Kind. [Exit Derviſe 


* 


W hither will Man's Impiety extend? 
Oh gracious Heav'n ! doſt thou withhold thy Thunder, 
When bold Aſſaſſins take thy Name upon 'em, 
And ſwear they are the Champions of thy Cauſe? 
Enter Moneſes. 
Mon. Oh Emperor ! before whoſe awful Throne 
Th' Afflicted never kneel in vain for Juſtice, 


[Kneeling to Tamerlane. 
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jndone, and ruin'd, blaſted in my Hopes, 
Here let me fall before your ſacred Feet, 

and grozn out my Misfortunes, till your Pity, 
The laſt Support and Retuge that is left me) 

hall raiſe me from the Ground, and bid me live. 


Tam. Rile, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Worth, 


And tell how boldly that might bid thee ask, 
Leſt I ſhould make a Merit of my Juſtice, 
he common Debt I owe to thee, to All, 
"vn to the meaneſt of Mankind, the Chatter 


Br which I claim mv Crown, and Heav'n's Protection: 


Speak then as to a King, the Sacred Name 

Where Pow'r is lodg'd, for Righteous Ends alone. 
Aon. One only joy, one Bleſſing, my fond Heart 

Had fix'd its Wiſhes on, and that is loſt; 

That Siſter, for whoſe Safety my ſad Soul 

Endui'd a thouſand Fears. 
Tam. | well remember, 

When, ere the Batile join'd, I ſaw thee firſt, 

With Grief uncommon to a Brother's Love, 

Thou told'tt a moving Tale of her Misfortunes, 

duch as beſpoke my Pity, Is there aught 

Thou can'ſt demand from Friendſhip ? ask and have it. 
Mar. Firſt, oh! let me intreat your Royal Goodneſs. 

Forgive the Foliy of a Lover's Caution, 

That forg'd a Tale of Falſhood to deceive you: 

$216 I, ſhe was my Sifter ? —-— Oh! 'tis falſe, 

She hoids a dearer Intereſt in my Soul, 

dach as the cloſeſt Ties of Blood ne'er knew: 

An lat'reft, ſuch as Power, Wealth and Honour 

Can't buy, but Love, Love only can beitow ; 

dhe was the Miſtteſsof my Vows, my Bride, 

by Contract mine; and long ere this the Prieſt 

Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not Bajaze! 
Tam. Ha! Bajazet - If yet his Pow'r withholds 

The Cauſe of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, 

Len Gratitude for once ſhall gain upon him, 

Spite of his Savage Temper, to reſtore her. 

this Morn a Soldier brought a Captive Beauty, 

ed tho? ſhe ſeem'd, yet of a Form molt rare, 

by much the nobleſt Spoil of all the Field: 

Ey'n Scipio, or a Victor yet more cold, 
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Might have forgot his Virtue, at her Sight. 
Struck with a pleaſing Wonder, I beheld her, 


rde Vio 
But Sorte 


Till by a Slave that waited near her Perſon, Mon. P 
] learnt ſhe was the Captive Sultan's Wife; That wa 
Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangerous ſoy Ido a th 
Of gazing long, and ſent her to her Lord. Then let 
Mon. There was Moneſes loſt.— Too ſure my Heat Far, far 
(From the firſt mention of her wond'rous Charms) Arms, al 
Preſag'd it cou'd be only my Arpaſia. No noble 
Tam. Arpaſia ! didſt thou fay ? Shall wa 
Mon. Les, my Arpaſia. Till the 
Tam. Sure I miſtake, or fain I would miſtake thee. Tam. 
I nam'd the Queen of Bajazer, his Wife. Stand uf 
Mon. His Queen ! His Wife ! He brings that IIoly Ti That ve 
To varniſh o'er the monſtrous Wrongs he has done me. When f 
Tam. Alas ! I fear me, Prince, thy Griefs are juſt, Shone t 
Thou art indeed unhappy — Withou 
Mon. Can you pity me, Nor wil 
And not redreſs ? Oh, Royal Tamerlane ! [* Kneeliy Come d 
'Thou Succour of the wretched, reach thy Mercy, [rue G 
To fave me from the Grave, and from Oblivion; Thou f 
Be gracious to the Hopes that wait my Youth, Thou ſt 
Oh let not Sorrow blaſt me, leſt | wither, Mon. 
And fall in vile Diſhonour. Let thy Juſtice To fly 
Reſtore me my Arpafia ; give her back, Till it 
Back to my wiſhes, to my I ranſports give her, Thy W 
To my fond, reſtleſs, bleeding, dying Boſom ; But oh 
Oh! give her to me yet while I have Life - For an! 
To bleſs thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpa/ia ! Tam 
Tam. Unhappy Royal Youth, why doſt thou ask Is the « 
What Honour muſt deny ? Ha! Ha! is ſhe not And tl 
His Wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy'd 2 The 8 
And wouldſt thou have my partial Friendſhip break And © 
That Holy Knot, which ty'd once, all Mankind Begun 
Agreeto hojd Sacred, and Undiſſolvable? The ic 
The Brutal Violence would flain my Juſtice Amid! 
And brand me with a Tyrant's hated Name In rof 
To lata Poſterity. He bi 
Mon. Are then the Vows, With 
The Holy Vows we regiſter'd in Heav'n The | 
But common Air * g But if 
Tam. Cou'd thy fond Love forget lo * 


The 
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W The Violation of a firſt Enjoyment ? -—. 
ut Sorrow has diſturb'd and hurt thy Mind. 
Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle Madman, 
That wanders with a Train of hooting Boys, 
I do a thouſand Things to ſhame my Reaſon. 
Then let me fly, and bear my Follies with me 
Heat Far, far from the World's Sight; Honour and Fame, 
Arms, and the glorious War ſhall be forgotten: 
No noble Sound of Greatneſs, or Ambition, 
Shall wake my drowzy Soul from her dead Sleep, 
Till the laſt Trump do ſummon. 
Tam, Let thy Virtue 
Stand up and anſwer to theſe warring Paſſions, 
That vex thy manly Temper. From the Moment 
When firſt I ſaw thee, ſomething wond'rous noble 
Shone thro' thy Form, and won my Friendſhip for thee, 
Without the Tedious form of 1 ; 
Nor will I loſe thee poorly for a Woman. 
Come droop no more, thou ſhalt with me purſue 
True Greatneſs, till we riſe to- Immortality ; 
Thou ſhalt forget theſe leſſer Cares, Mone ſes, 
Thou ſhalt, and help me to reform the World. 
Mon. So the good genius warns his mortal Charge, 
To fly the evil Fare, that ſtill purſues him, 
Till it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to me: 
But oh ! too deep the wounding Griet is fixt 
For any Hand to heal. 
Tam. This dull Deſpair 
+ Is the Soul's Lazineſs: Rouſe to the Combat, 
And thou art ſure to conquer. War ſhall reſtore thee ; 
The Soul of Arms ſhall wake thy martial Ardour, 
K And cure this amorous Sickneſs of thy Soul, 
Begun by Sloth, and nurs'd by too much Eaſe; 
The idle God of Love ſupinely dreams, 
Amidſt inglorious Shades, and purling Streams; 
In roſy Fetters, and fantaſtic Chains, 
He binds deluded Maids and ſimple Swains, 
Wich foft Enjoyments, wooes him to forget 
The hardy Toils, and Labours of the Great, 
Butif the Warlike Trumpet's loud Alarms, 
lo virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 
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The Coward Boy avows his abje& Fear, 

On ſilken wings ſublime he cuts the Air, 

Scar'd at the noble Noiſe, and Thunder of the War. 
Exeun 
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BajaAzerT's Tent. 
Enter Haly, and the Derviſe. 


Hal. O "ſcape with Life from an Attempt like this 
Demands my wonder juftly. 


Der. True, it may ; \nd ſtem 
But 'tis a Principle of his new Faith; ho ſcor 
'Tis what his Chriſtian Favourites have inſpir'd, n bold R. 
Who fondly make a Merit of Forgiveneſs, To on h 
And give their Foes a ſecond Opportunity, Stood by 
If the firſt Blow ſhould miſs : —Failing to ſerve nd am I 
The Sultan to my With, and ev'n deſpairing hat whi 
Of further means t'effect his Liberty, dhe is Ax 
A lucky Accident retriev'd my Hopes. Der. A 

Hal. The Prophet, and our Maiter will reward ince 1nju 
Thy Zeal in their behalf: but ſpeak thy Purpoſe. he Priz 

Der. Juit ent'ring here I met the Tartar General, Omar. 
Tierce Omar. And I wi 

Hal He commands (if I miſtake not) nd that 
This Quarter of the Army, and our Guards. Hal. M 

Der. The ſame ; by his ſtern Aſpect, and the Fires hen ev 
That kindledin his Eyes, I guefs'd the Tumult Vur migh 
Some Wrong had rais'd in his tempeituous Soul ; obler tl 
A Friendſhip of old Date had giv'n me Privilege, eceive t 
'To ask of his Concerns ; In ſhort I learn'd, Has to y. 
That burning for the Sultan's beauteous Daughter, Omar. 
He had begg'd her, as a Captive of the War, t will be 
From Tameriane; but meeting with Denial Ive tot 
Ot what he thought his Services might claim, is Croy 
Loudly he ſtorms, and curſes the Halian, pon hi, 
As caule of this Affront: I join'd his Rage, Hal. f 


nd fat 
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nd added to his Injuries the Wrongs 
Dur Prophet daily meets from this Axalla. 
but ſee, E comes. Improve what I ſhall tell, 
And all we Wiſh is Ours. ——— 
[ They ſeem to talk together aſide. 
Enter Omar. 
Onar. No if I forgive it, 
Dihonour blaſt my Name; was it for this 
That I directed his firſt Steps to Greatneſs ? 
raught him to climb, and made him what he is? 
ken our Great Cam firſt bent his Eyes towards him, 
Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 
derſuaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
all'd him his Son, and Succeſſor of Empire: 
Vas it for this, that like a Rock I ſtood, 
nd ſtemm'd the Torrent of our Tartar Lords, 
ho ſcorn'd his upſtart Sway? When Calibes 
n bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Provinces 
oon his Cauſe, I, like his better Angel, 
Stood by his ſhaking Throne, and fixt itfaſt ; 
nd am I now fo lofl to his Remembrance 
hat when I ask a Captive, he ſhall tell me, 
dhe is Axalla's Right, his Chriſtian Minion ? 
Der. Allow me, valiant Ox ar, to demand, 
ince injur'd thus, why right you not yourſelf ? 
he Prize you ask is in your Power, 
Omar. It is, 
\nd I will ſeize it in deſpite of Tamer/ane, 
nd that V/alian Dog. 
Hal. What need of Force, 
ire; Vhen ev'ry thing concurs to meet your Wiſhes ? 
Dur mighty Matter would not wiſh a Son 
\obler than Omar; from a Father's Hand 
eceiye that Daughter, which ungrateful Tamer/ane 
Has to your Worth deny'd, 
, Omar. Now by my Arms, 
t will be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Ive to the Man that ſhall reſtore his Liberty, 
is Crown ? and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred 
pon his greateſt Foe ? 
Hal. All he can ask, 
ad fat beyond his With. — [Trumpels. 
C | ' Omar, 
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Omar. Theſe Trumpets ſpeak 
The Emperor's Approach; he comes once more, 
To offer Terms of Peace; retire—within 
I will know farther—he grows deadly to me; 
And curſe me, Prophet, if I not repay 
His Hate, with Retribution full as mortal. [Exe 
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a Couch, 
A SONG to Sep. ByaLadr 
O Thee, oh ! gentle Sleep, alone 


| Is owing all our Peace, 
By Thee our Jays are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our Sorrows ceaſe. 


The Nymph, wwhoje Hand, by Fraud or Force, 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 

By Thee, eblaining a Diworce, 
In her own Choice is bleſs d. 


Oh! lay; Arpaſia bids thee lay, 
The ſadly weeping Fair 
Conjures Thee, nat to loſe in Day 
| The Object of her Care: 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſought 
Toat Motion chas'd ber Sleep, 


Thus by ourſelves, are oftereſt wrought 
The Griefs, for which we weep. 


Arpa. Oh! Death! thou gentle End of human Sorron, 
Still muſt my weary Eye-lids vainly wake 
In tedious Ex pectation of thy Peace: 
Why ſtand thy thouſand thouſand Doors ſtill open, 
To take the wretched in ? if ſtern Religion 
Guards ev'ry Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance? 
Lucrece could bleed, and Percia ſwallow Fire, 
When urg'd with Griefs beyond a mortal SufF rance ; 
But here it muſt not be. Think then, Arpaſia, 
Think on the ſacred Dictates of thy Faith, 
And let that arm thy Virtue, to perform 
What Cat's Daughter durſt not. — Live A. paſia, , 
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ad dare to be unhappy. 
Enter Tamerlane, and Attendants. 
Jam. When Fortune ſmiles upon the Soldier's Arms, 
nd adds ev'n Beauty to adorn bis Conqueſt, 
et ſhe ordains, the Fair ſhould know no Fears, 
o Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes; 
t ſhould be us'd ev'n nobly, as berſelf, 
he Queen and Goddeſs of the Warrior's Vows. —- 
ch welcome, as a Camp can give, fair Sultaneſs, 


e hope you have receiv'd ; it ſhall be larger, 
nd better as it may, 


Arta. Since I have borne 
hat Miſerable Mark of fatal Greatneſs, 
ave forgot all Diff rence of Conditions, 
epters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 
nd the beſt Change my Fate can bring is Death. 
Tamer. When Sorrow dwells in ſuch an Angel Form 
ell may we gueſs, that thoſe above are Mourners ; 
irtue is wrong'd, and bleeding Innocence 
fers ſome wond'rous Violation here, 
o make the Saints look ſad. Oh teach my Pow'r 
o cure thoſe Ills which you unjuſtly ſuffer, 
ſt Heav'n ſhould wreſt it from my idle Hand, 
look on and ſee you weep in vain. 
Arpa. Not that my Soul diſdains the gen'rous Aid 
hy Royal Goodneſs proffers ; but oh Emperor, 
is not in my Fate to be made Happy; 
or will I liſten to the Cos'ner, Hope; 
t ſtand reſolv'd to bear the beating Storm, 
hat roars around me; ſafe in this alone, 
hat Jam not Immortal — Tho' 'tis hard, 
1: wondrous hard, when [| remember thee 
ear Native Greece) and you, ze weeping Maids, 
nat were Companions of my Virgin Youth : 
ly noble Parents! oh! the Griet of Heart! 
be Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
heir reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow: 
nd Yet there is a Woe ſurpaſſing all; 
daints and Angels, give me of your Conſtancy, 
ou expect I ſhall endure it long. 
lamer, Why is my Pity all that I can give, 
a, o Tears like your's ? and yet I fear tis all; 
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Nor dare I ask what mighty Loſs you mourn, 


Leſt Honour ſhould forbid to give it back. bod not | 

Arpa. No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou ſhould} What hinc 
But know (tho' the Weakneſs of my Sex might ha 
I yield thele Tears) my Soul is more than Man, nd ſated 
Think 1 am born a Greek, nor doubt my Virtue; t to ſecu 
A Greek ! from whoſe fam'd Anceſtors of old, bis is am 
Rome dtew the Patterns of her boaſted Heroes: Baj.By | 
They muſt be mighty Evils that can vanquiſh hat cam 


found the 
azing an 
nd barga 
ly Life, 


A Spartan Courage, and a Chriſtian Faith. 
Enter Bajazet. 
Baj. To know no Thought of Reſt! to have the Mi 
Still miniſtring freſh Plagues as in a Circle, 


Where one Diſhonout treads upon another; t take it 
What know the Fiends beyond it ? *Ha ! by Hell Ten. 1. 
Seeing Arp. and I varn the 

There wanted only this to make me mad. nd have 
Comes he to triumph here? to rob my Love? he fiery + 
And violate the laſt Retreat of Happineſs ? nd may | 
Tam. But that I read upon thy frowning Brow, s Wiſdor 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Breaſt ; vn in the 
Once more (in pity to the fu ring World) y Honol 
I meant to offer Peace. hy Breat 


Baj. And mean'ſt thou too | Ind mark 
To treat it with our Empreſs ? and to barter Arpa. Þ 
The Spoils, which Fortune gave thee, for her Favour: © lee my 

Arp. What wou'd the Tyrant? [488 bar bare 

Baj. Seek'it thou thus our Friendſhip ? rt thou a 
Is this the Royal Uſage, thou didſt boaſt ? 

Tam. The boiling Paſſion that diſturbs thy Soul, laſt thou 
Spreads Clouds around, and makes thy Purpoſe datłk-¶ m the « 
Untiddle what thy myſtic Fury aims at. rom my 

Baj. Is it a Riddle ? Read it there explain'd, MW1'*i thou 
There in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O Propbe Ind driv'r 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not Rage! nd iS it i 
The Peaſant Hind, begot and born to Slav'ry, \ Wound 


Yet dares aſſert a Husband's ſacred Right, ly Virtue 
And guard his homely Couch from Violation : Baj. Ye 
And thalla Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, heir Aff 
Without complaining ? 'roneneſs 

Tam. It I could have wrong'd thee, o graciou 
If conſcious Virtue, and all judging Heav'n I hat for 
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dod not between, to bar _ Appetite, 
hat hinder'd, but in ſpite of thee, my Captive, 
might have us d a ViQor's boundleſs Pow'r, 
nd ſated ev'ry Wiſh my Soul could form? 
t to ſecure thy Fears, know, Bajazet, 
his is among the Things 1 dare not do. 
Baj.By Hel] ! *tis falle ; elſe, wherefore art thou preſent? 
hat cam'ſt thou for, but to undo my Honour? 
found thee holding amorous Parly with her, 
zring and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 
nd bargaining for Pleaſures yet to come; 
y Life, I know, is the devoted Price; 
t take it, I am weary of the Pain. 
Tam. Yet ere thou raſhly urge my Rage too far, 
warn thee to take heed : I am a Man, 
nd have the Frailties common to Man's Nature ; 
he fiery Seeds of Wrath are in my Temper, 
nd may be blown up to fo fierce a Blaze, 
| $ Wiſdom cannot rule. Know, thou haſt touch'd me 
n in the niceſt, tend'reſt Part, my Honour. 
ly Honour ! which, like Pow'r, diſdains being queſtion'd; 
hy Breath has blaſted my fair Virtue's Fame, 
Ind mark'd me for a Villain, and a Tyrant. 
Arpa. And ſtand I here an idle Looker on, 
oſee my Innocence murder'd and mangled 
barbarous Hands, nor can revenge the Wrong? 
tt thou a Man, and dat'ſt thou uſe me thus? 
[To Bajazet. 
l, laſt thou not torn me from my Native Country? 
lark- Com the dear Arms of my lamenting Friends ? 
rom my Soul's Peace, and from my injur'd Love? 
aſt thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, 
ind driv'n me to the brink of black Deſpair ? 
nd is it in thy Malice yet, to add 
\ Wound more deep, to ſully my white Name, 
ly Virtue 2 — 
Baj. Yes, thou haſt thy Sex's Virtues, 
heir AﬀeQation, Pride, Ill-nature, Noiſe, 
'roneneſs to change, ev'n from the Joy that pleas'd 'em : 
o gracious is your Idol, dear Variety, 
I hat for another Love you would forego 
in Angel's Form, to mingle with a Devil's; p 
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Through ev'ry State, and Rank of Men you wander; 
Till ev'n your large Experience takes in all 
The different Nations of the peopled Earth. 

Arpa. Why ſougkt'ſt thou not from thy own impious 
A Wife, like one of theſe ? for ſuch thy Race I Tiibe 
(if human Nature brings forth ſuch) affords. 

Greece, for chaſte Virgins fam'd, and pious Matrons 
Teems not with monſters, like your Turki6 Wives; 
Whom guardizn Eunuchs, haggard and deform'd, 
Whom Walls and bars make honeſt by Conſtraint. 
Know, I deteſt, like Hell, the Crime thou mention'ſt: 
Not that I fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant: 

But that my Soul, conſcious of whence it ſprung, 
Sits unpolluted in its ſacred Temple, 

And ſcorns to mingle with a Thought ſo mean. 

Tam. Oh Pity ! that a Greatneſs fo divine 
Should meet a Fate fo wretched, ſo unequal. 
Thou blind and wilful, to the Good that courts thee ; 
| [Te Bajazet. 
With open handed Bounty Heav'n purſues thee, 
And bids thee (undeſerving as thou art, 

And monſtrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet: 
W hillt thou, in Fury, doſt avert the Bleſſings, 
And ar tan evil Genius to thyſelf. 

Baj.No— Thou! thou art my greateſt Curſe on Earth, 
Thou, who haſt robb'd me of my Crown and Glory, 
And now purſu'ſt me to the Verge of Lite, 

To ſpoil me of my Honour. Thou! thou Hypocrite ! 
That wear' a Pageant outfide Shew of Virtue, 

To cover the hot Thoughts that glow within, 

Thou rank Adulterer ! 

Tamer. Oh ! that thou wert 
The Lord of all thoſe Thouſands, that lie breathleſs 
On yonder Field of Blood : That I again 
Might hunt thee in the Face of Death and Danger, 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee, 
Vanquiſh'd and ſinking underneath my Arm, 

To own thou haſt traduc'd me like a Villain. 

Baf. Ha] does it gall thee, Turtar ? By Revenge, 

It joys me much, to find thou feel'ſt my Fury. 
Yes ! I will echo to thee, thou Adulterer ! 


Thou doſt profane the Name of King and Soldier, 
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And like a Ruffian Bravo cam'ſt with Force 
To violate the Holy Marriage- Bed. 
Tamer. Wert thou not ſhelter'd by the abject State, 
The Captive of my Sword, by my juſt Anger! 
My Breath, like Thunder, ſhould confound thy Pride, 
And doom thee dead, this Inſtant with a Word. 
Baj. Tis falſe ! my Fate's above thee, and thou da 3 not. 
Tam, Ha! dare not ? Thou haſt rais'd my 5h 2 
And now it falls to cruſh thee at a Blow, Rage, 
A Guard there. —*Seize and drag him to his Fate. 
Enter a Guard, they ſeize Bajazet. 
Tyrant, I'll do a double Juſtice on thee, 
At once revenge myſelf and all Mankind. 
Baj. Well Toft thou, exe thy Violence and Luſt 
invade my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
Drown all thy Fears in Blood, and lin ſecurely. 
Tam. Away !- 
Arp. [kneeling.] Oh ſtay ! I charge thee, by Renown ; 
By that bright Glory, thy great Soul purſues! 
Call back the Doom of Death. 
Tam. Fair injur'd Excellence, 
Why doſt thou kneel, and waſte ſuch precious Pray'rs, 
(As might ev'n bribe the Saints to partial Juſtice) 
For one io Goodneſs loſt ? who firſt undid thee, 
Who ſtill purſues, and aggravates the Wrong. 
Baj, By Alba!“ no- will not wear a Life 
Bought with ſuch vile Difſhonour. — Death ſhall free me 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou Trait'reſs! 
Arp. No matter, tho' the whiſtling Winds grow loud, 
And the rude Tempeſt roars, 'tis idle Rage ; 
Oh! mark it not. But let thy ſleady Virtue 
Be conſtant to its Temper ; fave his Life, 
And ſave Arpafia from the Sport of Talkers. 
Think, how the buſy, meddling World ſhall toſs 
Thy mighty Name about, in ſcurril Mirth ; 
dhall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul deſign, 
And make ſuch monſtrous Legends of our Lives, 
As late Poſterity ſhall bluſh in reading. 
Tam, Oh matchleſs Virtue ! Yes, Iwill obey s 
Tho' Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, 
| will purſue the ſhining Path thou tread'ſt. : 
- 4 Sultan, 
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Sultan, be ſafe, Reaſon reſumes her Empire, 
And J am cool again. 


Here break we off, 
Leſt farther Speech ſhould miniſter new Rage. 
Wiſely from dangerous Paſſions I retreat, 
To keepa Conqueſt, which was hard to get: 
And oh ! tis time I ſhou'd for Flight prepare, 
A War more fatal ſeems to threaten _ 
And all my Rebel-blood aſſiſts the Fair: 
One Moment more, and I too late ſhall find, 
That Love's the ſtrongeſt Pow'r that lords it o'er the Mind. 


Exit Tam. followed by the Gu ard, 


Baj. To what new Shame, what Plague am I reſerv'd? 
Why did my Stars refuſe me to die warm ? 
While yet my Rega] State ſtood unimpeach'd, 
Nor knew the Curſe of having one above me ; 
Then too (altho' by force I graſp'd the Toy) 
My Love was ſafe, nor felt the Rack of Doubt: 
Why haſt thou forc'! this nauſeous Lite upon me? 
Is it to triumph o'er me ?——But I will, 
I will be free, I will forget thee all; 
The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 
Death ſhall expunge at once, and eaſe my Soul. 
Prophet, take notice, I diſclaim thy Paradiſe, 
Thy fregrant Bow'rs, and everlaſting Shades, 
Thou haſt plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys are 
tainted, Exit Bajazet. 
Arp. A little longer yet, be ſtrong, my Heart, 
A little longer let the buſy Spirits 
Keep on their chearſul Round. — It wo'not be; 
Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 
Succeeding one another in their Courſe, 
Like drops of eating Water on the Marble, 
At length have worn my boaſted Courage down: 
] will indulge the Woman in my Soul, 
And give 2 looſe to Tears, and to Impatience ; 
Death is at laſt my Due, and I will have it. 
And fee the poor Moneſes comes to take 
One ſad Adieu, and then we part for ever. 
| Enter Moneſes. 
Mau. Already am] onward of my way; 
Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 
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t diſtance to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy, 

\nd all the glorious Lights of Heav n look dim; 

"Tis the laſt Office they ſhall ever do me, 

To view thee once, and then to cloſe and die. 
Arp. Alas! How happy have we been, Moneſes ? 

Ye gentle Days, that once were ours; what Joys 

{ Did every chearful Morning bring along ? 


Bajazer 


No Fears, no jealouſies, no angry Parents, 
That for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd ; 
But Love, that kindly join'd our Hearts, to bleſs us, 
Mind, Made us a Bleſſing too to all beſides. 
u ard; Mon. Oh ] caſt not thy Remembrance back, Arpaſia, 
ery'd? MW Tis Griet unutterable, tis DiſtraQtion ! 
But let this laſt of Hours be peaceful Sorrow ; 
Here let me kneel, and pay my lateſt Vows ! 
Be wirneſs all ye Saints, thou Heav'n and Nature, 
Be witneſs of my Truth, for you have known it ; 
Be witneſs, that I never knew a Pleaſure, 
In all the World could offer, like Arpaſia; 
Be witneſs, that I liv'd but in Arpa/a ; 
And oh! be witneſs, that her Loſs has kill'd me. 
Arp. While thou art ſpeaking, Life begins to fail, 
And every tender Accent chilis like Death. 
Ob! let me haſte then yet, ere. Day declines, 
And the long Night prevail, .once more to tell thee 
What, and how dear Moneſes has been to me. 
What has he not been? —— All the Names of Love, 
Brothers, or Fathers, Huſbands, all are poor : 
Moneſes is myſelf, in my fond Heart, 
kun in my vital Blood he lives and reigns ; 
The laſt dear Obje& of my parting Soul 
Will be Moneſes ; the laft Breath that lingers 
Within my panting Breaſt, ſhall figh Mone/es. 
Men. It is enough] Now to thy Reſt, my Soul, 
The World and thou have made an end at once, 
arp. Fain would I ſtill detain thee, hold thee ſtill: 
Nor Honour can forbid, that we together 
Should ſhare the poor few Minutes that remain 
[ ſwear, methinks this ſad Society | 
Has ſomewhat pleaſing in it —Death's dark Shades 
deem, as we journey on, to loſe their Horror : 
At near approach the Montters form'd by Fear 


At te yaniſh'd all, and leave the ptoſpect clear: 
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Amidſt the gloomy Vale, a pleaſing Scene 

Wich Flow'rs adorn'd, and never-fading Green, 
Inviting ſtands to take the Wretched in. 

No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Deſpair, | 


Diſturb the Quiet of a Place ſo fair, 
But injur'd Lovers find Elyfrum there. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Bajazet, Omar, Haly, and the Derviſe. 
Baj. Now by the glorious Tomb that ſhrines our Pro 
By Mecca's ſacred Temple! here I ſwear ! [phet, 
Our Daughter 1s thy Bride ; and to that Gift 
Such Wealth, ſuch Pow'r, ſuch Honours will I add, 
That Monarchs ſhall with envy view thy State, 
And own, Thou art a Demigod to them. 
Thou haſt giv'n me what J wiſh'd, Pow'r of Revenge, 
And when a King rewards, 'tis ample Retribution. 
Omar.” Twelve Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 
Have ſworn to own my Cauſe, and draw their Thouſands 
To-morrow, from th' ungrateful Parthiar's fide. 
Fhe Day declining ſeems to yield to Night, 
Ere little more than halt her Courſe be ended, 
In an auſpicious Hour prepare for Flight; 
The Leaders of the Troops thro' which we paſs, 
Rais'd by my Pow'r, devoted to my Service, 
Shall make our Paſſage ſecret, and ſecure. 
Der. Already, mighty Sultan, art thou ſafe, 
Since by yon paſſing Torches Light, I gueſs 
To his Pavilion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
All, who remain within theſe Tents, are thine, 
And hail thee as their Lord. 
Ha, ih' l:alian Prince, 
With ſad Moneſes, are not yet gone forth. 
aj. Ha ! with our Queen and Daughter? 
Omar. They are ours, 
I mark'd the Slaves, who waited on Axalla; 
They, when the Emperor paſt out, preſt on, 
And mingled with the Crowd, nor miſs'd their Lord: 
He is your Pris'ner, Sir ; I go this Moment, 
10 ſeize and bring him, to receive his Doom. 
[Exit Omar, 
Bai. Haſte, Haly, follow, and ſecure the Greet ; 
Him too 1 wiſh to keep withiu my Pow's, [Exit Haly. 
| | Der, 
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Der. If my dread Lord permit his Slave to ſpeak, 
I would adviſe to ſpare Axalla's Life, 
| Till we are ſafe beyond the Paribian's Pow'r : 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold 
| And, could you gain him to aſſiſt your Flight, 
unt It might import you much, 


ab 


| Baj. Thou counſell'ſt well; 

r Pro- And tho' I hate him, for he is a Chriſtian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 

Yet to ſecure my Liberty, and Vengeance, 
[ wiſh he now were ours. 

Der. And ſee they come ! 

Fortune repents, again ſhe courts your Side, 
And, with this firſt fair Offering of Succeſs, 
She wooes you to forget her Crime of Yeſterday. 
Enter Omar with Axalla Priſener, Selima following 
WEepIng. 

Axal. I wo'not call thee Villain, tis a Name 

Too holy for thy Crime ; to break thy Faith, 

And turn a Rebel to ſo good a Maſter, 

s an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth; 

The firſt revolting Angel's Pride cou'd only 

Do more than thou haſt done. Thou copy ſt well, 

And keep'ſ the black Original in view. | 

Omar. Do, rage, and vainly call upon thy Maſter, 
To fave his Minion ; my Revenge has caught thee, 

And I will make thee curſe that fond Pretumption, 
That ſet thee on, to rival me in aught. 

Baj. Chriſtian, I hold thy Fate at my Diſpoſal. 
One only way remains to Mercy open, 
be Partner of my Flight, and my Revenge, 

And thou art ſafe, thy other Choice is Death, 

Omar. What means the Sultan? 

Der, I conjure you, hold 
Your Rival is devoted to Deſtruction [Afide to Omar, 
Nor would the Sultan now defer his Fate 
But for our common Safety — Liſten further. [hiſpers. 

Axal, Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice I make ; 
Since, next to Heav'n, my Maſter and my Friend | 
Jr, Has Intreſt in my Life, and till ſhall claim it. 

Baj. Then take thy Wiſn Call in our Mutes. 
ly. Sel. My Father, 
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If yet you have ſworn to caſt me off, 
And turn me out to wander in Misfortune“; 
If yet my Voice be gracious in your Ears ; 
If yet my Duty and my Love offend not, 
Oh! call your Sentence back, and ſave Aralla. 
Baz. Riſe, Selima ; the Slave deſerves to die, 
Who durſt, with ſullen Pride, refuſe my Mercy: 
Yet, for thy ſake, once more J offer Life. 
Sel. Some Angel whiſper to my anxious Soul 
What I ſhall do to fave him Oh! Axalla ! 
Is it ſo eaſy to thee, to forſake me? 
Canſt thou reſolve, with all this cold Indiffrence, 
Never to ſee me more? To leave me here 
The miſerable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn'd to waſte my Widow'd Virgin Youth, 
My tedious Days and Nights in lonely Weeping, 
And never know the Voice of Comfort more ? 
Aæal. Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Breaft ; 
Thou ſay'ſt, I am indifferent, and cold. 
Oh! is it poſſible, my Eyes ſhould tell 
So little of the fighting Storm within ? q 
Oh ! turn thee from me, ſave me from thy Beauties ; 
Falſhood and Ruin all look lovely there; 
Oh! let my lab'ring Soul yet ſtruggle thro 
I will—1 would reſolve to die, and leave thee, 
Baj. Then let him die. — He trifles with my Favour ; 
I have too long attended his Reſolves. 
Sel. Oh ! ſlay a Minute, yet a Minute longer; 


[To Bajazet. 
A Minute is a little Space in Life: 
There is a kind Conſenting in his Eyes; 
And I ſhall win him to your Royal Will. 
Oh! my Axalla ! ſeem but to conſent | 
[To Axalla 4% 


Unkind and cruel, will you then do nothing? 

I find, I am not worth thy leaſt of Cazes. 
' Axal. Oh ! labour not to hang Diſhonour on me: 
I could bear Sickneſs, Pain and Poverty, 
Thoſe mortal Evils worſe than Death, for thee, 
But this—It has the Force of Fate againſt us, 
And cannot be. 

Sel. See, ſee, Sir, he relents, [To Bajazet: 
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Already he ine lines to own your Cauſe : 
A little longer, and he is all your's. 
Baj. Then mark how far a Father's Fondneſs yields: 
Till Midnight E defer the Death he merits, 
And give him up till then to thy Perſuaſion, 
If by that time he meets my Will, he lives; 
If not, thyſelf ſhalt own, he dies with Juſtice. 
Aral. ' Tis but to lenghten Life upon the Rack. 
am reſolv'd already. 
Se/. Oh! be til}, 
Nor raſhly urge a Ruin on us both; 
'Tis but a Moment more I have to fave thee, 
Be kind, auſpicious Alba, to my Pray'r ; 
More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear; 8 
Neglect Mankind awhile, and make him all thy Care. 
[Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 
Baj. Moneſes ! ————-[s that Dog ſecur'd ? 
Omar, He is. 
Baj. Tis well — My Soul perceives returning Greatneſs, 
\s Nature feels the Spring. Lightly ſhe bounds, 
And ſhakes Diſhonour, like a Burden from her, 
Once more Imperial, awful and herſelf. 
do when of old, Joe from the Titans fled, 
Ammon's rude front his radiant Face bely'd, 
And all the Majeſty of Heav'n lay hid. 
At length by Fate to Pow'r Divine reſtor'd, 
His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador'd. 
[ Exeunt, 
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Enter Arpaſia. 
Arp. CURE 'tisa Horror more than Darkneſs brings, 
That fits upon the Night : Fate is abroad. 
dome ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air, 
And ſcatters Ruin, Death, and wild Diſtraction, 
Oer all the wretched Race of Man below: * 
£ 
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Not long ago, a Troop of ghaſtly Slaves 
Rulſh'd in and forc'd Mone/es from my Sight; 
Death _ ſo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 
That ſcarcely could he ſay — Farewell — for ever, 
And yet methinks, ſome gentle Spirit whiſpers, 
Thy Peace draws near, Arpaſia, ſigh no more. 
And ſee the King of Terrors is at hand, 
His Miniſter appears. 
Enter Bajazet and Haly. 
Baj. [afide to Haly.] The reſt I leave 
To thy diſpatch. For oh! my faithful Hay, 
Another Care has taken up thy Maſter ; 
Spite of the high-wrought Tempeſt in my Soul, 
Spite of the Pangs, which Jealouſy has coſt me ; 
This haughty Woman reigns within my Breaſt : 
In vain I ſtrive to put her from my Thoughts, 
To drive her out with Empire, and Revenge : 
Still ſhe comes back like a retiring Tide, 
That Ebbs awhile, but trait returns again, 
And ſwells above the Beach. 
Hal. Why wears my Lord 
An anxious Thought for what his Pow'r commands ? 
When in an happy Hour, you ſhall ere lon 
Have borne the Empreſs, from amidſt ow, 
She muſt be your's, be only, and all your's. 
Baj. On that depends my Fear. Yes, I muſt have her; 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her ; 
But ſuch is the Condition of our Flight, 
That ſhould ſhe not conſent, twould hazard all, 
To bear her hence by Force: Thus I reſolve then; 
By Threats and Pray'rs, by ev'ry way to move her ; 
If all prevail not, Force is left, at laſt ; 
And I will ſet Life, Empire, on the Venture, 
To keep her mine—Be near to wait my Will. [Exit Haly 
When laſt we parted 'twas on angry Terms, 
Let the Remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous Rage is but a haſty Flame, 
That blazes out, when Love too fiercely burns. 
Arp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to ſuffer, 
Is the hard Leſſon that my Soul has learat ; 
And now I ſtand prepar'd for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my leiſure to diſtinguiſh, 
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If Love or Jealouſy commit the Violence ; 
Each have alike been fatal to my Peace, 
Confirming me a Wretch, and thee a Tyrant. 
Baj. Still to deform thy gentle Brow with Frowns ! 
And ſtill to be perverſe! It is a Manner 
Abhorrent ſrom the Softneſs of thy Sex: 


| Women, like Summer Storms, awhile are cloudy, 


Burſt out in Thunder, and impetuous Show'rs ; 
But ſtrait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair Horizon is ſerene. 
Arp. Then to retrieve the Honour of my Sex : 
Here I diſclaim that Changling and Inconſtancy ; 
To Thee I will be ever, as I am. 
Baj. Thou ſay'ft, I am a Tyrant; think fo till, 
And let it warn thy Prudence to lay hold 
On the good Hour of Peace, that courts thee now : 
Souls form'd like mine, brook being ſcorn'd but ill; 
Be well advis'd, and profit by my Packence, 
It is a ſhort-liv'd Virtue. 
Arp. Turn thy Eyes 
Back on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian, 
Thou that haſt violated all Reſpec̃ts 
Due to my Sex, and Honour of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Raviſher ! that haſt undone me, 
Ruin'd my Love!] Can I have Peace with thee ? 
Impoſſible ! firſt Heav'n and Hell ſhall join, 
They only differ more. 
Baj. I ſee, tis vain, 
To court thy ſtubborn Temper with Endearments. 
Reſolve this Moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 
Or by the Prophet's holy Law! thou dy'ſt. tom, 
Arp. And doſt thou think to fright me with that Fan- 
Death ? 'Tis the greateſt Mercy thou canſt give ; 
do frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, 
One Day ſcarce paſſing by unmark'd with Blood, 
That Children, by long uſe, have learn'd to ſcorn it: 
Know, I diſdain to aid thy treacherous purpoſe, 
And ſhouldſt thou dare to force me, with my Cries 
{ will call Heav'n and Earth to my Aſſiſtance. 
Baj. Confuſion ! doſt thou brave me? But my Wrath 


Shall find a Paſſage to thy ſwelling Heart, 
* a And 
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And rack thee worſe, than all the Pains of Deatk. 
That Grecian Dog, the Minion of thy Wiſhes, 
Shall be dragg d forth, and butcher'd in thy Sight; 
Thou ſhalt behold him, when his Pangs are terrible, 


Then, when he ſtares, and gaſps, and ſtruggles ſtrongly, 


Ev'n in the bittereſt Agony of dying; 
Till thou ſhalt rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, 
And curfe thy Pride, while I applaud my Vengeance, 
Arp. Oh ! fatal Image ! All my Pow'rs give way, 
And Reſolution ſickens at the Thought; 
A Flood of Paſſion riſesin my Breaſt, 
And labours fiercely upward to my Eyes. 
Come all ye great Examples of my Sex, 
Chaſte Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons : 
Ye holy Martyrs, who with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conſtancy unſhaken, have ſuftain'd 
The Rage of crue] Men, and fiery Perſecution ; 
Come to my Aid, and teach me to defy 
The Malice of this Fiend. I feel, I feel 
Your ſacred Spirit arm me to Reſiſtance. 
Yes, Tyrant, I will ſtand this Shock of Fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a Moment : 
Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Mone/es. 
Baj. Thou talk'ſt it well: But talking is thy Privilege, 
"Tis all the boaſted Courage of thy Sex; 
Tho, for thy Soul, thou dar'ſt not meet the Danger. 
Arp. By all my Hopes of Happineſs! I dare ——— 
My Soul is come within her ken of Heav'n ; 
Charm'd with the Joys and Beauties of that Place, 
Her Thoughts, and all her Cares ſhe fixes there, 
And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below: 
'Thus Stars ſhine bright, and keep their Place above, 
Tho' ruffling Winds deform this lower World. 
Baj. This Moment is the Trial. 
Arp. Let it come ; 
This Momeat then ſhall ſhew I am a Greek, 
And ſpeak my Country's Courage in my ſuff ring. [treſs! 
Baj. Here, Mercy, I diſclaim thee. Mark me, Trai- 
My Love prepares a Victim to thy Pride, | 
And when it greets thee next,'twill be in Blood. I Exit Baj. 
Arp. My Heart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
Ride ſwiftly thro? their purple Channels round: 
Tis tbe laſt blaze of Life: Nature revives 
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ike a dim winking Lamp, that flaſhes brightly 

ich _ Light, and ftrait is dark for ever. 

ind ſee my laſt of Sorrows is at hand: 

Death and Moneſes come together to me; 

\sifmy Stars, that had ſo long been cruel, 

rew kind at laſt, and gave me all I wiſh. 

Enter Moneſes, guarded by ſeme Mutes ; others attending 

with a Cup of Poiſon and a Bow-firing. 

Mon. I charge ye, O ye Miniſters of Fate, 

be ſwift to execute your Maſter's Will, 

Bear me to my Arpa/ia ; let me tell her, 

The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 

And die beneath her Feet. A Joy ſhoots thro” 

My drooping Breaſt, as often when the Trumpet 

Has call'd my Youthful. Ardour forth to Battle; 

High in my Hopes, and raviſh'd with the Sound, 

[ have ruſh'd eager on amidſt the foremoſt, 

To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death. 
Arp. If it be Happineſs, alas! to die, 

Tolie forgotten in the filent Grave, 

To Love and Glory loſt, and from among 

The great Creator's Works expung'd and blotted, 

Then very ſhortly ſhall we both be happy. 
Men. There is no room for Doubt, tis certain Bliſs ; 

The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Loſs, 

Already ſeem more Light nor has my Soul 

One unrepented Guilt upon remembrance, 

To make me dread the Juſtice of Hereafter ; 

But ſtanding now on the laſt Verge of Life, 

Boldly I view the vaſt Abyſs, Eternity, 

Lager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
Arp. By all the Truth of our paſt Lives I vow ! 

To die appears a very nothing to me: 

But oh! Moneſes, ſhould I not allow \ 

dome what to Love, and to my Sex's Tenderneſs ! 

This very Now, I could put off my Being, 

Without a Groan ; but to behold thee die — 

Nature ſhrinks in me, at the dreadſul Thought, 

Nor can my Confſtancy ſuſtain this Blow. 

Man. Since thou art arm'd for all things, after Death, 


| Why ſhould the Pomp and Preparation of it 


be frightful to thy Eyes? There's not a Pain, 
Which 
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Which Age, or Sickneſs brings, the leaſt Diſorder, 
That vexes any Part of this fine Frame, 
Is full as grievous. All that the Mind feels 
Is much, much more. — And ſee, I go to prove it. 
Enter a Mute; he frgns to the reſt, ⁊ubo proffer a Bou. 
Airing to Moneſes. 

Arp. Think ere we part ! 

Mon. Of What? 

Arp. Of ſomething fo, 
Tender, and kind, of ſomething wond'rous fad. 
Oh ! my full Soul ! 

on. My Tongue is at a loſs, 

Thoughts crowd ſo faſt, thy Name is all I've left, 
My kindeſt ! trueſt ! deareſt! beſt Arpaſa 


[The Mutes fruggle with him, 


Arp. I have a thouſand, thouſand Things to utter, 
A thouſand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains 
Give me a Minute. Speak to me, Moneſes. 

Mon. Speak to thee ? Tis the Buſineſs of my Life, 
'Tis all the uſe I have for vital Air. 
Stand off, ye Slaves! to tell thee that my Heart 
Is full of thee ; that ev'n at this dread Moment 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee, 
Angels and Light itſelf are not ſo fair. 

Enter Bajazet, Haly, and Attendants. 


Baj. Ha! wherefore lives this Dog? Be quick, ye 
[Slaves, 


And rid me of the Pain. 
Mon. For only Death, 
And the laſt Night can fhut out my Arpaſia. 


[The Mutes firangle Moneſes. 
Ye Moraliſts, 


Arp. Oh ! diſmal ! 'tis not to be borne. 
Ye Talkers, what are all your Precepts now ? 
Patience] Diſtraction! blaſt the Tyrant, blaſt him! 
Avenging Lightnings; ſnatch him hence, ye Fiends, 
Love ! Death ! Mone ſes ! Nature can no more. 

Ruin is on her, and ſhe ſinks at once. 
Baj. Help, Haly, raiſe her up, and bear her out. 
Hal. Alas ! ſhe faints. 

Arp. No, Tyrant, *tis in vain ; 

Oh ! I am now beyond thy cruel Pow'r : 

The peaceful Slumber of the Grave is on me: 
 Evnallthe tedious Day of Life I've wander'd, 


[She inks down. 
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ewilder'd with Misfortunes ; 
length 'tis Night, and I have reach'd my home: 
orgetting all the Toils and Troubles paſt, 

it, Veary I'll lay me down, and fleep till — Ob! [Sk dies. 
Bow. Bj. Fly, ye Slaves, 

ind fetch me Cordials. No, ſhe ſhall not die. 
rite of her ſullen Pride, I'll hold in Life, 

ind force her to be bleſt againſt her Will. 

Hal. Already 'tis beyond the Pow'r of Art; 

01 ſee a deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 

he pliant Limbs grow Riff, and loſe their Uſe, 

And all the animating Fire is quench'd ; 
Ev'n Beauty too is dead: an aſhy Pale 

rows o'er the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 
zin heir fragrant Hue, for want of that ſweet Breath, 
That mel em with its Odours as it paſt. 
Baj. Can it be poſſible? Can Rage and Grief, 
Naa Love and Indignation be ſo herce, 
I $0 mortal in a Woman's Heart ? Confuſion ! 
I; ſhe eſcap'd then? What is Royalty? 
If thoſe that are my Slaves, and ſhould live for me, 
Can die, and bid Defiance to my Pow'r ? 
Enter the Derviſe. 

Der. The valiant Omar ſends, to tell thy Greatneſs 
The Hour of Flight is come, and urges Haſte ; 
vince he deſcries, near Tamerlane's Pavilion, | 
bright Troops of crowding Torches, who from thence 
On either Hand ftretch far into the Night, 
And ſeem to form a thining Front of Batile. 
Behold, ev'n from this Place, thou may'ſt diſcern em 


[ Looking out. 
Baj. By Alba! yes! they caſt a Day around em, 
And the Plain ſeems thick ſet with Stars, as Heav'n. 
, Ha! or my Eyes are falſe, they move this way, 


Tis certain ſo. Fly, Haly, to our Daughter. [ Exit Haly. 
. Let ſome ſecure the chriſtian Prince Axalla : 
We will be gone this Minute. 
Enter Omar. 

Omar. Loſt! Undone ! 

Baj. What mean'ſt thou? 

Omar. All our hopes of Flight are loſt. 

Mirvan and Zama with the Parthian Horſe, 

1d lncloſe 
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Incloſe us round, they hold us in a Toil. 

Baj. Ha! whence this unexpected Curſe of Chance? 

Omar. Too late I learnt, that early in the Night 
A Slave was ſuffer'd by the Princeſs' Order, 

To paſs the Guard ; I clove the Villain down, 

Who yieided to his Flight ; but that's poor Vengeance, 
That Fugitive has rais'd the Camp upon us, 

And unperceiv'd by favour of the Night, 

In Silence they have march'd to intercept vs. 

Baj. My Daughter! oh! The Trait'reſe! 

Der. Yet, we have 
Axalla in our Pow'r, and angry T amerlane 
Will buy his Fav'rite's Life, on any Terms. 

Omar. With thoſe few Friends I have, I for awhile 
Can race their Force; if they refuſe us Peace, 
Revenge ſhall ſweeten Ruin, and 'twill joy me, 
Todrag my Foe down with me, in my Fall. [Exi: Om, 

Enter Haly, with Selima weeping. 


Baj. See where ſhe comes! with well diſſembled Inno- 


With Truth, and Faith fo lovely in her Face, 
As if ſhe durſt ev'n diſavow the Falſhood. _—— 
Hop'ſt thou to make amends with trifling Tears, 
For my loſt Crown, and diſappointed Vengeance ? 
Ungrateful Se/ima ! thy Father's Curſe ! 
Bring forth the Minion of her fooliſh Heart ; 
He ches this Moment. —— 
Hal. Would I could not ſpeak 
The Crime of fatal Love ; the Slave who fled, 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 
Baj. Ha! ſay'ſt thou? 
Hal. Hid beneath that vile Appearance, 
The Princeſs found a means for his Eſcape. 
Sel. I am undone! ev'n Nature has diſclaim'd me 
My Father ! have I loſt you all? My Father! [Bands! 
Baj. Talk'ſt thou of Nature? who has broke her 
Thou art my Bane, thou Witch ! thou infant Parricide! 
But I will ſtudy to be ſtrangely cruel, 
I will forget the folly of my fondneſs ; 
Drive all the Father from my Breaſt, now ſnatch thee, 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treach'rous blood, 
And make thee anſwer all my great Revenge : 
Now, now, thou Trait'reſs. 
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gel. Plunge the Ponyard deep! [She embraces him, 
The Life my Father gave ſhall hear his Summons, 
And iſſue at the Wound Start not to feel 
My Heart's warm Blood guſh out upon your Hands, 
Since from your Spring I drew the purple Stream, 
And I muſt pay it back, if you demand it. (Weakneſs. 
Baj. Hence ! from my Thoughts! thou ſoft relenting 
Haſt thou not giv'n me up a Prey? betray'd me? 
Sel. Oh! not for Worlds, not ev'n for all the Joys, 
Love, or the Prophet's Paradiſe can give 
Amidſt the Fears and Sorrows of my Soul, 
Amidſt the thouſand Pains of anxious Tenderneſs, 
| made the gentle, kind, Axalla ſwear, 
Your Life, your Crown, and Honour ſhould be ſafe. 
Baj. Away! my ſoul diſdains the vile Dependance, 
No, let me rather die, die like a King : 
Shall 1 fall down at the proud Tartar's Foot, | 
And ſay, have mercy on me? Hark they come, [Shout, 
Diſgrace will overtake my ling ring Hand: 
Die then ; thy father's Shame, and thine, die with thee. 


[Offers to hill her. 
Se]. For Heav'n, for Pity's ſake ! 
Baj.No more, thou Trifler ![She catches hold of his Arm. 
Ha ! dar'ſt thou bar my Will? Tear off her Hold. 
del. What, not for Life ? Shou'd not I plead for Life? 
When Nature teaches ev'n the Brute creation 
To hold faſt that, her beſt, her nobleſt Gift. 
Look on my Eyes, whom you ſo oft have kiſt, 
And ſwore they were your beſt-lov'd Queen's, my Mo- 
Behold em now ſtreaming for Mercy, Mercy! ſther's, 
Look on me, and deny me, if you can; 
"Tis but for Life I beg ; is that a Boon 
So hard for me obtain? or you to grant? 
Oh ſpare me ! ſpare ue Selima, my Father. 
Baj. A lazy Sloth hangs on my Reſolution ; 
It is my Selima /—— Ha! What? my Child? 
And can I murder her ? — Dreadful Imagination! 
Again they come. I leave her to my Foes! [Sant 
And ſhall they triumph o'er the Race of Bajazet / 
Die, Selima ! Is that a Father's Voice ? 
Rouſe, rouſe, my Fury! yes, ſhe dies the Victim 
To my loſt Hopes. Out! out ! thou fooliſh Nature 


Juſtly 


70 TAM ER LAN E. 


Juſtly ſhe ſhares the Ruin ſhe has made. 
Seize her, ye * Slaves, and ſtrangle her this Moment. 
[* To the Mule, 
Sel. Oh ! let me die by you ! Behold my Breaſt! 
I wo'not ſhrink! oh ſave me but from theſe. 
[The Mutes ſeize ber, 
Baj. Diſpatch. 
Sel. But for a Moment while I pray, 
That Heav'n may guard my Royal Father. 
Baj. Dogs! 
Se/. That you may only bleſs me, ere I die. ¶ Shou. 
Baj. Ye tedious Villains! then the Work is mine. 


As Bajazet runs at Selima, with his Sword, Enter Tamer. 
lane, Axalla, &c. Axalla gets betaveen Bajazet and Se- 
lima, whilf Tamerlane and the reft drive Bajazet and 
the Mutes off the Stage. 


Axal. And am I come to ſave thee? Oh ! my Joy! 
Be this the whiteſt Hour of all my Life; 
This one Succeſs is more than all my Wars, 
The nobleſt, deareſt glory of my Sword. 

Sel. Alas, Axalla, Death has been around me, 
My Coward Soul ſtil] trembles at the Fright, 
And ſeems but half ſecure even in thy Arms. 

Axal. Retire, my Fair, and let me guard thee forth ; 
Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us, 
And Danger in her uglieſt Forms is here; 
Nor will the Pleaſure of my Heart be full, 
Till all my Fears ate ended in thy Safety. 

[Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 


Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mirvan,and 
Seldiers ; with Bajazet, Omar, and the Derwiſe Pri/oners, 


Tam. Mercy at aged gives up her peaceful Scepter, 
+ And Juſtice ſternly takes her turn to govern ; 
®Tis a rank World, and aſks her keeneſt Sword, 
To cut up Villany of monſtrous Growth, 
Zama, take care, that with the carlieſt Dawn, 
'Thoſe Traitors meet the Fate their Treaſon merits. 

, [ Pointing to Omar and the Derviſe, 
[To Bajazet.] For thee, thou Tyrant, whoſe oppreſſive 
Has ruin'd thoſe thou ſhould'ſt protect at home, [ Violence 
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Whoſe Wars, whoſe Slaughters, whoſe Aſſaſſinations, 
(That baſeſt Thirſt of Blood, that Sin of Cowards) 
Whoſe Faith ſo often giv'n and always violated, 
Have been th' Offence of Heav'n, and Plague of Earth, 
What Puniſhment is equal to thy Crimes? 
The Doom, thy Rage deſign'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a Cage, like ſome deſtructive Beaſt, 
[ll have thee borne about, in public View, 
A great Example of that righteous Vengeance 
That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine. 

Baj. It is beneath me to decline my Fate, 
[ ſtand prepar'd to meet thy utmoſt Hate: 
Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph ſee ; 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free. 
ll curſe thee with my laſt, my parting Breath; 
And keep the Courage of my Life in Death ; 
Then boldly venture on that World unknown : 
t cannot uſe me worſe, than this has done. Ex. Baj. guar did. 

Tam, Behold the vain Effects of Earth-born Pride, 
That ſcorn'd Heav'n's Laws, and all its Pow'r defy'd ; 
That could the Hand, which form'd it firſt, forget, 
And fondly ſay, I made myſelf be great: 
But juſtly thoſe above aſſert their Sway, | 
And teach ev'n Kings what homage they ſhould pay, 
Who then rule beſt, when mindful to obey. [ Exe. omnes. 


E PAL O:G-U'- 
Spoken by Mrs. Ba ACEGIE DLE. 


When Harmony, with Beauty join d of late, 
Tbreaten'd the Ruin of our ſinking State ; 
Til! you from whem our Being wwe receive, 
ly pity bid your own Creation live. 
With moving ſounds you kindly drew the Fair, 
And fix'd once more, that ſhining Circle here. 
The Lyre you bring t; half Apollo's Praiſe : 
Deours the Taſk to win and wear his Bays. 


* OO well wwe ſaw what muf! have been our Fate, 


Thin 


| 
| 
| 


EPILOGUE 


Thin Houſes were before ſo frequent to us, 

We wanted not a Project to undo us. 

We ſeldom ſaw your Honours but by chance, 

As ſome Folks meet their Friends in Spain and France, | 
*Twwas Verſe decay d, or Politicks improv'd, F A ] 
That had eſtrang d you thus from what you low d. 

Time was, when buſy Faces were a Jeſt, 

When Wit and Pleaſure were in moſt requeſt ; 

When chearful Theatres ⁊uith Crouds were grac d; 

But thoſe good Days of Poetry are paſt : 

Now four Reformer: in an empty Pit, 

With Table-Books, as at a Lecture fit, | | 

To take Notes, and give Evidence gainſi Wit. 

T hoſe who were once our Friends, employ'd elſewhere, 

Are buſy now in ſettling Peace and War. 

With careful Brows at Tom's and Will's they meet, 3 
And ask who did Elections loſe or get —— | 
Our Friend has bft it——Paith, Im ſorry for t, 
He's a good Man, and ne'er was fer the Court : 
He to no Government will ſue for Grace , 

By want of merit ſafe againſt a Place: 

By Spite a Patriot made, and ſworn t'oppoſe 

All who are uppermoſt, as England's Foes. Ouin mor 
Let Whig or Tory, any Side prevail, 

Still "tis 2 conſtant Privilege to rail. 
Another, that the Tax and War may ceaſe, — 
Talks of the Duke of Anjou's Right, aud Peace; 

And from Spain's wiſe Example, is for taking, 

A Vice-Roy of the mighty monarch's making ; 

Who ſhould all Rights and Liberties maintain, 

And Engliſh Laws by learn'd Dragoons explain. 


Come, leave theſe Politics, and follow wit ; Prins 
Here uncontroli'd you may in Judgment fit : * rinte 
Well never differ with a crowded Pit. SAT 


Well take you all, eu'n on your own Conditions, 
Think you Great Men, and wond'rous Politicians. | 
And if you flight the Offers which we make you, 


No Brentford Princes will for Stateſmen take you. Jugs V 


FAIR PENIT ENT, 


TRAGEDY. 


Ain morere, ut merita es, ferroque averte dolorem. 
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GRACE the DUTCHESS 


O F 
OEMUNE 


MADAM, 


H E Privilege of Poetry (or it may be 
the Vanity of the Pretenders to it) has 
given 'em a kind of Right to pretend, at 
the ſame time, to the Favour of thoſe, 
whom their high Birth and excellent Qualities 
have placed in a very diſtinguiſhing Manner above 
the reſt of the World. If this be not a receiv'd 
Maxim, yet I am ſure I am to wiſh it were, that I 
may have at leaſt ſome kind of Excuſe for laying 
this Tragedy at your GRAcE's Feet. I have too 
much reaſon to fear that it may prove but an indit- 
ferent Entertainment to Your GRAcxk, ſince, if I 
have any way ſucceeded in it, it has been in de- 
ſcribing thoſe violent Paſſions which have been al- 
ways Strangers to ſo happy a Temper, and fo no- 
ble and ſo exalted a Virtue, as Y our Grace is Miſ- 
treſs of. Vet for all this, I cannot but confeſs the 
Vanity which I have, to hope that there may be 
ſomething ſo moving in the Misfortunes and Diſ- 
treſs of the Play, as may be not altogether un- 
worthy of your GRACx's Pity. This is one of 
the main Deſigns of Tragedy, and to excite this 
zeacrous Pity in the greateſt Minds, may pals for 
A 2 tome 


r , oo ooo ot 7, 
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DEDICATION. 


ſome kind of Succeſs in this Way of Writing. Ian 
ſenſible of the Preſumption I am guilty of by thi 
Hope, and how much it is that I pretend to in your 
GRracr's Approbation: If it be my good Fortune 
to meet with any little Share of it, I ſhall alway 
look upon it as much more to me than the genera 
Applauſe of the Theatre, or even the Praiſe of x 
good Critic. Your GRACE's Name is the beſt 
Protection this Play can hope for, ſince the World, 
ill-natur'd as it is, agrees in an univerſal Reſpe 
and Deference for Y our GRAck's Perſon and Cha- 
racer. In ſo cenſorious an Age as this is, where 
Malice furniſhes out all the public Converſations, 
where every body pulls and is pull'd to pieces of 
courſe, and where there is hardly ſuch a Thing as 
being merry, but at another's Expence ; yet by; 
public and uncommon Juſtice to the Dutcheſs of 
Ormond, Her Name has never been mention'd, 
but as it ought, tho' She has Beauty enough to 
provoke Detraction from the faireſt of Her own 
Sex, and Virtue enough to make the Looſe and 
Diſſolute of the other (a very formidable Party) 
Her Enemies. Inſtead of this, they agree to ſay 
nothing of Her but what ſhe deſerves. That her 
Spirit is worthy of Her Birth; Her Sweetneſs, of 
the Love and Reſpect of all the World; Her Pi- 
ety, of Her Religion; Her Service, of Her Roy- 
al Miſtreſs ; and Her Beauty and Truth, of Her 
Lord; that in ſhort every Part of Her Characder 
is Juſt, and that She is the beſt Reward for one of 
tue greateſt Heroes this Age has produc'd. 'T his, 
Madam, is what you muſt allow People every 
where to ſay; thoſe whom You ſhall leave behind 
You in England will have ſomething further to 
add, the Loſs we ſhall ſuffer by Yeur Gract's 
Journey to Ireland; the Oneen's Pleaſure, and the 
impatient Wiſhes of that Nation, are about to de- 


prive us of Two of our public Ornaments. But 
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DEDICATFTON. 


there is no arguing againſt Reaſons ſo prevalent as 
theſe. Thoſe who ſhall lament Your GRrace's 
Abſence will yet acquieſce in the Wiſdom and Juſ- 
tice of her MaJesTY's Choice: Among all whoſe 
Royal Favours none could be fo agreeable, upon a 
thouſand Accounts, to that People, as the Duke of 
Ormond. With what Joy, what Acclamations ſhall 
they meet a Governour, who, beſide their former 
Obligations to his Family, has ſo lately ventur'd 
His Life and Fortune for their Preſervation ? What 
Duty, what Submiſſion, ſhall they not pay to that 
Authority which the Queen has delegated to a Per- 
ſon ſo dear to em? And with what Honour, what 
ReſpeR, fnall they receive V our GRAck, when they 
lok upon Y ou as the nobleſt and beſt Pattern Her 
Majrsr v cou'd ſend *em, of Her own Royal Good- 
neſs, and Perſonal Virtues ? They ſhall behold Your 
GRACE with the ſame Pleaſure the Engliſh ſhall 
take whenever it ſhall be their good Fortune to ſee 
You return to Your native Country, In England 
Your GRAcz is become a public Concern, and as 
Your going away will be attended with a general 
Sorrow, fo Your Return ſhall give as general a Joy; 
and to none of thoſe many, more than to, 


M ADAM, 
Tour GRAcE's 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


N. ROWE. 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. BET TERT ON. 


ONG. has the Fate of Kings and Empires been 
The common Bus neſs of the Tragic Scene, 

As if Misfortune made the Throne her Seat, 

And none cou'd be unhappy but the Great. 

Dearly, tis true, each buys the Crown he wears, 

And many are the mighty Monarch's Cares: 

By foreign Foes and home-bred Factions preſt, 

Few are the Toys he knaws, and fhort his Hours 
of Reſt. 

Stories like theſe with wonder we may bear; 

But far remote, and in a higher Sphere, 

We ne er can pity what we ne er can ſhare ; 

Like diftant Battles of the Pols and Swede, 

Which frugal Citizens o'er Coffee read, 

Careleſs for who ſhall fail, or who ſucceed. 

Therefore an humbler Theme our Author choſe, 

A melancholy Tale of private Moes: 

No Prince's here loft Royalty bemoan, 

But you ſball meet with Sorrows like your own ; 

Here ſee imperious Love his Vaſſals treat, 

As hardly as Ambition does the Great ; 

See how ſucceeding Paſſions rage by Turns, 

How fierce the Youth with Jay and Rapture burns, 


And haw to Death, for Beauty loft, he mourns. 
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FROLOGUE. 


—= Let no nice Taſte the Poet's Art arraign, 
If ſome frail vicious Charadters be fain : 
Who writes ſbou'd ftill let Nature be his Care, 
5 Mix Shades with Lights, and not p aint all Things 
1. fair, 
But ſhew you Men and Women as they are. 
With Deference to the Fair de bade me ſay, 
few to Perfection ever found the Way; 
amy in many Parts are known texcel, 
But 'twwere too hard for One to act all well; 


en 
Whom juſtly Life would through each Scene commend, 
The Maid, the Wife, the Miftrefs, and the Friend. 
This Age, tis true, has one great Inflance ſeen, 
And Heazzen in Juſtice made that One a Queen. 

Hour. 


Dramatis 


— 
C- 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


. 


SEITIO LTO, a Nobleman of 
Genoa, Father to Caliſta, ; Mr. BowMan. 


Altamont, a young Lord, in Love 


with Caliſta, and deſign d her | Mr. VzxBRUGGEN, 
Huſband by Scielto, 


Horatio, his Friend, Mr. BET TERTOx. 


Lothario, 2 young Lord, and 
Enemy to Altamont, F ; Mr. PowELL. 


Reſano, his Friend, Mr. BAIL v. 


WOM 
Caliſta, Daughter to Sciolto, Mrs. Banzy, 


Lawinia, Siſter to Altament, and ; Mrs Ba iczommd 


Wite to Horatio, 
Lucilla, Confident to Caliſta, Mrs. PRINcCI. 


Servants to Sciolto. 


SCENE, Sciolto's Palace and Garden, with 


ſome Part of the Street near it, in GEN ox. 
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FAIR PENITENT. 
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A enn 


A Garden belonging to Sctolr O's Palace, 


Exter Altamont and Horatio. 


ALTAMONT. 


Let it be mark'd for Triumphs and Re- 
joicings; 
Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
Chooſe it to bleſs their Hopes, and crown their Wiſhes, 
This happy Day that gives me my Caliſta. 
Hor, Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better Stars 
Are join'd, to ſhed their kindeſt Influence on thee : 
iolto's noble Hand that rais'd thee firſt, | 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 
Lompleats its Bounty and reſtores thy Name 
lo that high Rank and Luſtre which it boaſted, 
leſore ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
The Merit of thy Godlike Father's Arms ; 
&fore that Country which he long had ſery'd, 
0 watchful Councils, and in Winter Campos. 
tad caſt off his white Age to Want and Wretchedneſa, 
lud made their Court to Faction by his Ruin. 
A's. Alt. 


E this auſpicious Day be ever ſacred, 
No Mourning, no Misfortunes, happen on it; 


10 The Fair Penitent. 


Alt. Oh great Scislio! oh my more than Father! 
Let me not live, but at thy very Name 
My eager Heart ſprings up, and leaps with Joy. 
When ! forget the vaſt, vaſt Debt I owe thee, 
Forget! (but 'tis impoſſible) then let me 
Foget the Uſe and Privilege of Reaſon, 
Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind, 
To wander in the Deſart among Brutes, 
To bear the various Fury of the Seaſons, 
The Night's unwholſome Dew and Noon-day's Heat, 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Heay'n. 
Her. So open, fo unbounded, was his Goodnefs, 
It reach'd evn me, becauſe I was thy Friend, 
When that great Man I lov'd, thy noble Father 
Bequeath'd thy. gentle Siſter to my Arms, ; 
His laſt dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendſhip, 
That happy Tye made me Scio/to's Son; 
He call'd us his, and with a Parent's Fondneſs 
Indulg'd us in his Wealth, bleſs'd us with Plenty, 
Heal d all our Cares, and {weetn'd Love. itſelf. 
Alt. By Heav'n, he found my Fortunes ſo abandon d, 
That nothing but a Miracle could raiſe em; 
My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude, . 
Had ſtript him bare, nor left him ev'n a Grave; 
Undone myſelf, and finking with his Ruin, 
had no Wealth to bring, nothing to ſuccour him, 
But fruitleſs Tears. 
Hor. Let what thou couldſt thou didſt, 
And didſt it like a Son; when his hard Creditors, 
Urg'd and aſſiſted by Lothario's Father, 
(Foe to thy Houſe, and Rival of their Greatneſs) 
By Sentence of the cruel Law forbid, 
His venerable Corps to reſt in Earth, 
Thou gav'ſt thyſelf a Ranſom for his Bones; 
With piety uncommon, didſt give u 
Thy hopeful Youth to Slaves who ne'er knew Mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, Money-loving Villains, 
Who laugh at Human Nature and Forgiveneſs, 
And are like Fiends the Factors of Deftrudtion 
Heav'n, who beheld the pious AR, approv'd it, 
And bade Scio/to's Bounty be its Proxy, 


To 


ine! 
The Man 
Who bids 
And ſatis! 


To bleſs t 


Alt. B. 


Enter Sci 


Scio. ] 
ſoy to thi 
That kin« 
And mak 

Alt. M 
Pour out 
thew ev'1 
This wor 
And Utte 
wear yo 

Scio. I 
Goodneſ: 
Are in th 
Spring fr 

11 T 

Cre: 
And ther 

Vell ple: 

Tcio. ( 
Ev'n fror 
Adorn'd 
The Mo 
[ ſet the! 
Thou ar 

Horatio: 
All are n 
but whe 
The lau; 
And wit 
Thy wa! 
And ſwe 


er! 


Heat, 


idon'd, 


'I cy 


To 


The Fair Penitent. 11 


To bleſs thy filial Virtue with Abundance. 
Alt. But ſee he comes, the Author of my Hap- 
ineſs, ä F 
The Man who ſav'd my Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleſt with Peace and Plenty, 
And ſatisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty. 


Enter Sciolto, he runs to Altamont and embraces him. 


Scio. Toy to thee, Altamont ! Joy to myſelf! 
Toy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine, 
That kindly grants what nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me Father of a Son like thee. 
It. My Father ! oh let me unload my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Fullneſs of my ſoul before you, 
Shew ev'ry tender, ev'ry grateful, Thought, 
This wond'rous Goodneſs ſtirs. But 'tis impoſſible, 
And Utterance all is vile; fince I can only 
Swear you reign here, but never tell how much. 
Scio. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt, 
Goodneſs innate, and Worth ONS 
Are in thy mind ; thy noble Father's Virtues 
ring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy Youth. 
Alt. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair 
Creation, 
And then with wond'rous Joy beheld its Beauty, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the Excellence he gave. 
$ci0. Oh noble Youth ! I ſwear fince firſt I knew thee, 
Ln frem that Day of Sorrows when J ſaw thee, 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father, 
[ſet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own :. 
Thou art my Son, ev'n near me as Caliſta. 
Heratio and Lavinia too are mine [Enbraces Hor. 
All are my Children, and ſhall ſhare my Heart; 
but wherefore waſte we thus this happy Day ? 
The laughing Minutes ſummon thee to Joy, 
And with new Pleaſures court thee as they paſs ; 
Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 
« {wears thou com'ſt not with a Bridegroom's Haſte. 


Alt. 


12 The Fair Penitent. 


Alt. Oh! cou'd I hope there was one Thought , Yo 
Altamont, | 1th, II 
One kind Remembrance in Caliſta's Breaſt, gut that it 
The Winds, with all their Wings, wou'd be too flow ro make t 
To bear me to her Feet. For oh! my Father, For which 
Amidſt the Stream of Joy that bears me on, | mean to 


Bleſt as I am, and honour'd in your Friendſhip, 
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart. 
Scio. What means my Son ? 
Alt. When at your Interceſſion, 
Laft Night Caliſta yielded to my Happineſs, 


i ere we parted, as Iſeal'd my Vows Inſok 
ith Rapture on her Lips, I found her cold, And fierce 
As a dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb; That Virt 
A riſing Storm of Paſſion ſhook her Breaſt, APrey to 
Her Eyes a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, Lot. E 
And then ſhe ſigh'd as if her Heart were breaking; Once in a 
With all the tend'reft Eloquence of Love When ev”! 
{ begg'd to be a Sharer in her Grief; | | And Stars 
But ſhe with Looks averſe, and Eyes that froze me, Hot with 
Sadly reply'd, her Sorrows were her own, Hap'ly 1 f 
Nor in a Father's Power to diſpoſe of. Roſ. T. 
Scio. Away! It is the Cozenage of their Sex, Loh. ( 
One of the common Arts they practiſe on us: [found th 
To ſigh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high, Looſe, u 
With Expectation of the coming Joy. Fierceneſ 
Thou haſt in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, Were che 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Wamen ; Within h 
The Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, As peace 
'To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, Are gent 
When bluſhing from the Light and publick Eyes, linatch'c 
To the kind Covert. of the Night ſhe flies. And witl 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, Til with 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Loole ſhe loves. [Exeunt - yiel 
Enter Lothario and Rofſano. , * 

Loth. The Father and the Huſband! At lengt 
Roſ. Let them pafs, N hen fu 

TT hey ſaw us not. t haſtily 
Loth. I care not if they did, [9 thin] 
Fre long I mean to meet 'em Face to Face, Roſe.) 


end gaul em with my Triumph o'er Caliſta. 


Ref 


The Fair Penitent. 
Skt o g, You lov'd her once. 
Loth. Ilikd her, wou'd have marry'd her, 
But that it pleas'd her Father to refuſe me, 
flow o make this honourable Foob her Huſband. 
For which, if I forget him, may the Shame 
mean to brand his Name with, ſtick on mine. 
Neſ. She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. 
Loth. She was, and oft.in private gave me hearing. 
il by long liſt ning to the * ale, 
tlength her eaſy Heart was who mine. 
Ref. I've heard you oft deſcribe her, Haughty,. 
Inſolent, | 
And fierce with high Diſdain; it moves my Wonder, 
That Virtue thus defended, ſhould be yielded 
A Prey to looſe Defires. 
Loth. Here then, ll tell thee. 
Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon 
And Stars alone, ſhone conſcious of the Theft, 
e, Hot with the Tuſcan Grape, and high in Blood. 
Hap'ly I ſtole unheeded to ber Chamber. 
o/. That Minute ſure was lucky. 
Loth. Oh 'twas great! 
found the fond, believing, love- ſick Maid, 
igh, Loſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wiſhes : 
fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour, 
Were charm'd to Reſt, and Love alone was waking. 
Within her riſing Boſom all was calm, 
As peaceful.Seas that know no Storms, and only 
are gently lifted up and down by. Tides. 
inatch'd the glorious, golden Opportunity, 
And with prevailing, youthful Ardour preſt her, 
Till with tort Sighs, and murmuring Reluctance, 
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happineſs, 
rn all the live-long Night we paſt in Bliſs, 
n Extaſies too fierce to laſt for ever; 
At length the. Morn and cold Indiff rence came; 
When tully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 
haſtily took leave, and left the Nymph 
[9 tuink on what was paſt, and ſigh alone. 
Roſe, You ſaw hes ſoon again? 
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Loth. Too ſoon I ſaw her: 
For oh! that meeting was not like the former ; 
I found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſpor;, 
No more I ſigh'd, and languiſh'd for Enjoyment: 
T was paſt, and Reaſon took her turn to reign, 
While ev'ry Weakneſs fell before her Throne. 
| Rofſ. What of the Lady? 
Loth. With uneaſy Fondneſs 
She hung upon me, wept, and figh'd and ſwore- 
She was undone ; talk'd of a Prieſt, and Marriage ; 
Of flying with me from her Father's Pow'r 
Call'd ev'ry Saint and bleſſed Angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my Wife. 
I ſtarted at that Name. 
Roſ. What Anſwer made you? 
Loth. None; but pretending ſudden Pain and Illnek 
Eſcap'd the Perſecution : two Nights ſince 
By Meſſage urg'd, and frequent Importunity, 
N I ſaw her. Straight with Tears and Sighs, 
ith ſwelling Breaſts, with Swooning, with Diſtraction, 
With all the dubeletzes and pow'rful Arts 
Of wilful Woman lab'ring Por her purpoſe; 
Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous Hale. 
Unmoy'd, I beg'd her ſpare th' ungrateful Subject, 
Since I reſolv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind 
Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 
Never to load it with the Marriage-Chain; 
That I would till retain her in my Heart, 
My ever-gentle Miftreſs and my Friend ; 
But for thoſe other Names of Wife and Huſband, 
They only meant Il|-nature, Cares, and Quarrels. 
Ro/. How bore ſhe this Reply? | 
Loth. Ev'n as the Earth, 
When, (Winds pent up, or eating Fires beneath: 
Shaking the Mats) ſhe labours with Deſtruction. 
At firſt her rage was dumb, and wanted Words, 
But when the Storm found way, twas wild and loud, 
Mad as the Prieſteſs of the Delphic God, 
Enthuhaſtic Paſſion ſwell'd her Breaſt, 
Enlarg'd her Voice, and ruffled all her form; 
Proud, and diſdainful of the Love profferd, 
She call'd me Villain! Monſter! baſe Betrayer! 
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At laſt, in very Bitterneſs of Soul, 
With _ Imprecations on herſelf, 
the yow'd ſeverely ne'er to ſee me more; 
Then bid me fly that Minute : I obey'd, 
And bowing left her to grow cool at leiſure. 
Reſ. She has relented fince, elſe why this: Meſſage, 
To meet the Keeper of her Secrets here 
This Morning ? 
ith, See the Perſon whom you nam'd. 


Enter Lucilla. 


Well my Ambaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of? 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meflage ? 
|; your fair Miſtreſs calmer ? does ſhe ſoften ?: 
And muſt we love again? Perhaps ſhe means 
To treat in JunQure with her new Ally, 
And make her Huſband Party to th' Agreement. 

Luc, Is this well done, my Lord? Have you put off 
All ſenſe of Human Nature? keep a little, 
Alittle pity to diſtinguiſh Manhood, 
Leſt other Men, tho' cruel, ſhou'd diſclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the Brutes. 

Loth. 1 ſee thou'ſt learnt to rail. 

Luc, Tve learnt to weep ; 
That Leſſon my fad Miſtreſs often gives me; 
by Day ſhe ſeeks ſome-melancholy Shade, 
To hide her ſorrows from the prying World ; 
At Night ſhe watches all the long, long Hours, 
And liſtens to the Winds and beating Rain, 
With Sighs aloud, and Tears that fall as faſt: 
Then ever- and anon ſhe wrings her Hands, 
And cries, Falſe ! falſe Lotharios ! 

Loth. Oh, no more! 
{wear thou'lt ſpoil thy pretty Face with Crying, 
And thou haſt Beauty that may make thy Fortune; 
dome keeping Cardinal ſhall dote upon thee, 
And barter his Church Treaſure for thy Freſhneſs. 

Luc. What! ſhall I ſell my Innocence and Youth, 
for Wealth or Titles, to. perfidious Man! 
To Man ! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing! 
The baſe, profeſt Betrayer of our Sex! 

Let 
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Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elſe, 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Califfa. 
Loth. Does the ſend thee to chide in her behalf? 
I ſwear thou doſt it with ſo good a Grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning. 
Luc. Read there, my Lord, there, in her own fa 
Lines, [Giving a Leit 
Which beſt can tell the Story of her Woes, 
That Grief of Heart which your Unkindneſs gives her, 
[Lothario reads. ] 
Your Cruelty—Obedience to my Father —give my Han 
to Altamont. | 
By Heav'n! 'tis well! ſuch ever be the Gifts, 
With which 1 greet the Man whom my Soul hates. 
Aid. 
But to go on! | 
W ifh——— Heart Honour 70 faithleſs— 
Weakneſs—to morrow—laſt Trouble —loſt Caliita, 
Women ! ſee can change, as well as Men; 
She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 
That I ſhould bind my Brows with mournful Willow, 
For ſhe has giv'n her Hand to Altamont -. 
Yet tell the Fair Inconſtant- 

Luc. How, my Lord? 

Leth. Nay, no more angry Words: fay to Caliſta, 
The humbleſt of her Slaves ſhall wait her Pleaſure: 
If ſhe can leave her happy Hufband's Arms, 

To think upon ſo loſt a Thing as I am. 

Luc. Alas! for pity come with gentler Looks ;- 
Wound not her Heart with this unmanly Triumph; 
And tho' you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 
do ſhall Diſſembling once be virtuous in you. 

Loth Ha! who comes here ? 

Luc. The Bridegroom's Friend, Horatio. 

He muſt not ſee us here ; to-morrow early 
Be at the Garden gate. | 
Loth. Bear to my Love. | 
My kindeſt Thoughts, and ſwear I will not fail her. 
[Lothario putting up the Letter haſtily, druf. 
it as he yoes out. 
[Exeunt Lothario and Roſſano one way, Lu- 
cilla another. * 


Enter 


Hor. Su 
Waking I 
Ve ſeem'd 
At my A 
What Bus 
| know he 
Profeſt an 


Ha! To 1 
Confuſion 
OU 


Bax 
lience to 1 
in ſpite of 
almoſt wi/ 
wit it, 7 


Damnatio 


But ob 
undone by 
i; the laſt 
the laſt ir 
unduct yo 
ball be th 


The loft ii 
As there < 
Hell is the 
Ob, that 
Thou will 
At ſight ot 
(for oh 
ball droo 
like Meri 
And nevet 


haps e 


The Fair Penitent. 17 
Enter Horatio. | 


Her. Sure tis the very Error of my Eyes: 
I Waking I dream, or I beheld Lotharie ; 
He ſeem d conferring with Caliſtas Woman: 
kt my Approach they ſtarted, and retir'd. 
wn fal wat Bus neſs cou'd he have here, and with her? 
| know he bears the noble Altamont 
Profeſt and deadly Hate———What Paper's this? 


[Taking up the Letter. 

Ha! To Lotharis— ſdeath! Califa's Name 
[Opening it. 
Confuſion and Misfortune ! [Reads. 


OUR Cruelty has at length determin'd me, and I 
Y bade reſolv'd this Morning to yield a perfet Obe- 
lence to my Father, and to give my Hand to Altamont, 
in ſpite of my Weakneſs for the falſe Lothario. I could 
almoſt wiſh I had that Heart, and that Honour te beſtow 
with it, which you have robb'd me of : | 


lou, H bamnation! to the reſt —— [Reads a gain. 


But oh! I fear could I retrieve em, I ſhould again be 
mdene by the too faithleſs, yet too lovely Lothario. This 
is the laſt Weakneſs of my Pen, and to-morrow ſhall be 
the laſt in which I will indulge my Eyes. Lucilla fbalt 
anduQ you, if you are kind enough to let me ſee you : it 
ball be the laſt Trouble you ſhall meet mith from 

| The loſt Calif. 


The loſt indeed! for thou art gone as far 

there can be Perdition. Fire and Sulphur ! 

Hell is the ſole Avenger of ſuch Crimes. 

Uh, that the Ruin were but all thy own! 

Thou wilt ev'n make thy Father curſe his Age; 
At ſight of this black Scrow!, the gentle A/tamont 
(for oh! I know his Heart is ſet upon thee) 

tall droop, and hang his diſcontented Head, 

ike Merit ſcorn'd by inſolent Authority, 
never grace the Public with his Virtues 
kebaps ev'a now he gazes fondly on her, 
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And thinking Seul and Body both alike, 

Bleſſes the perfect Workmanſhip of Heay'n ? 

Then ſighing, to his ev'ry Care ſpeaks Peace, 
And bids his Heart be ſatisfyd with happineſs. 
Oh, wretched Huſband ! while ſhe hangs about thee 
With idle Blandiſhments, and plays the fond one, 
Ev'n then her hot Imagination wanders, 
Contriving Riot, and looſe *ſcapes of Love; 

And while ſhe claſps thee cloſe makes thee a Monſte, 
What if I give this Paper to her Father? 

It follows that his Juſtice dooms her dead, 

And breaks his Heart with Sorrow ; hard Return, 
For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us: 
Hold, let me take a Mement's Thought. 
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Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. My Lord! 


Truſt me, it joys my Heart that J have found you, {Willow my 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the Company, nd let er 
Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended, Lav. It 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden Illneſs; Irgive m 
Where are you ſick? Is it your Head? your Heart? Wd akk'd 
Tell me, my Love, and eaſe my anxious Thoughts, Wvo'not p 
That I may take you gently in my Arms, et, my | 
Sooth you to Reſt, and ſoften all your Pains. Forget yo! 
Hor. It were unjuſt ; no, let me ſpare my Friend, Nerote thi 
Lock up the fatal Secret in my Breaſt, | or bis de 
Nor tell him that which will undo his Quiet. En now 
Lav. What means my Lord? lie thinks 
Hor. Ha! ſaidſt thou, my Lavinia? Till his F 
Lay. Alas! you know not what you make me ſuffer W Fer. O 
Why are you pale? Why did you ſtart and tremble? mplicity 
Whence is that Sigh? And wherefore are your Eyes ind Cand 
Severely rais'd to Heay'n ? The ſick Man thus, but there 
Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate, — 
o hear t 


Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Merey, 
And with Confuſion thinks upon his Audit. 

Hor. Oh no, thou haſt miſtook my Sickneſs quite, 
Theſe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met | 
Sharpeſt Convulſions, ſpotted Peſtilences, At all thi 
Or any other deadly Foe to Life, je they: 
Rather than heave beneath this Load of Thought. id all th 

| . La 
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lov. Alas! what is it? wherefore turn you from me? 
hy did you falfly call me your Lavinia, 
ad ſwear I was Horatio's better half, 
nce now you mourn unkindly by yourſelf, 
t thee Nad rob me of my 1 of Sadneſs? 
ne, Vitneſs, you holy Pow'rs, who know my Truth, 
dere cannot be a Chance in Life ſo miſerable, 
othing ſo very hard but I could bear it, 
lonſter Much rather than my Love ſhould treat me coldly, 
1d ufe me like a Stranger to his Heart. 
Hor. Seek not to know what I would hide from all, 
rn, ut moſt from thee. I never knew a Pleaſure, 
ught that was joyful, fortunate or good, 
it ſtraight J ran to bleſs thee with the Tidings, 
nd laid up all my Happineſs with thee : 
ut wheretore, wherefore ſhall I give thee Pain? 
hen ſpare me, I conjure thee ; aſk no farther ; 
you, Now my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
yy nd let em brood in Secret o'er their Sorrows. 
Lav. It is enough, chide not, and all is well ; 
; reive me if faw you ſad, Horatis. 
eart? Wind aſk'd to weep out part of your Misfortunes ; 
ghts, Wvo'not preſs to know what you forbid me. 
et, my lov'd Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your Cares for this one happy Day, 
iend, Nerote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont ; 
or his dear ſake let Peace be in your Looks. 
Ln now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wiſhes, . 
le thinks the Prieſt has but half bleſt his Marriage, 
Till his Friend hails him with the Sound of Joy. 
Hor. Oh never! never! never! Thou art innocent: 
mplicity from Ill, pure native Truth, 
ind Candour of the Mind adorn thee ever; 
lut there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the World, 
Twould fill thy gentle Soul with wild Amazement 
lo hear their Story told. 
Lay. Falſe ones, my Lord? 
uite, for. Fatally fair they are, and in their Smiles, 
lde Graces, little Loves, and young Deſires inhabit ; 
but all that gaze upon em are undone ; 
For they are falſe, luxurious in their Appetites, 
id all the Heay'n they hope for is Variety: 


One 


p E 
—— —— — 


Of pining Diſcontent, and Black Deſpair ; 


20 The Fair Penitent. 


One Lover to another ſtill ſucceeds, 

Another, and another after that, 

And the laſt Fool is welcome as the former: 

Till having lov'd his Hour out, he gives place, 

And mingles with the Herd that went before him. 
Lav. Gan there be ſuch? And have they Peace 

Mind? 

Have they in all the Series of their —_—— 

One happy Hour? If Women are ſuch Things, 

How was I form'd ſo different from my Sex ! 

My little Heart is ſatisfy'd with you, 

ou take up all her Room ; as in a Cottage 
Which barbours fome benighted Princely Stranger, 
Where the good Man, proud of his Hoſpitality, 
Yields all his homely Dwelling to his Gueſt, 

And hardly keeps a Corner for himſelf. 

Hor. Oh, were they all like thee, Men would adore'e: 
And all the Bus'neſs of their Lives be loving; 
The Nuptial Band ſhou'd be the Pledge of * 
Aud ali domeſtic Cares and Qxarrels ceaſe; 

The World ſhou'd learn to love by virtuous Rules, 
And Marriage be no more the Jeſt of Fools. 11 
xeu 
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B dumb for ever, ſilent as the Grave, I all the 

Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb dy trembl 

My ſolemn Sadneſs with the Sound of Joy. derer to f 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 


Let me fo! 
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Oh! I've gone around through all my Thoughts, 
it all are Indignation, Love or Shame, 
1 my dear Peace of Mind is loſt for ever. 
luc. Why do you follow ſtill that wand'ring Fire, 
e, hat has miſled your weary Steps, and leaves you 
ighted in a Wilderneſs of Woe ? 8 
hat falſe Lothario ! Turn from the Deceiver; 
un, and behold where gentle Altamont, 
nd as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, 
ud faithful as the ſimple Village Swain, 
at never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing, 
vhs at your Feet, and wooes you to be happy. 
Cal. Away, I think not of him. My fad Soul 
nger, Wh: formed a diſmal melancholy Scene, 


2 ich a Retreat as I woy'd with to find; 
n unfrequented Vale, o'ergrown with Trees 
bfſy and old, within whoſe loneſome Shade, 
lore 'enfzrens, and Birds ill omen'd, only dwell ; 


o ſound to break the Silence, but a Brook 

[tat bubbling, winds among the weeds: no Mark 

Vf any human Shape that had been there, 

neſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, 

ſho had long ſince, like me, by Love undone, 

vught that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. 

luc. Alas for Pity! 

Cal. There I fain wou'd hide me, 

om the baſe World, from Malice, and from Shame; 
or 'tis the ſolemn Councel of my Soul, 

\erer to live with public Loſs of Honour; 

lis fix d to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 

Vieach affected She that tells my Story, 

nd bleſſes her good Stars that ſhe is virtuous, 

lo be a Tale for Fools! Scorn'd by the Women, 

nd pity'd by the Men! O Inſupportable ! 

| Luc, Can you perceive the manifeſt Deſtruction, 

ite gaping Gulf that opens juſt before you, 
"nd yet ruſh on, tho' conſcious of the Danger? 

0h, here me, here your ever faithful Creature; 
ll the Good I with, by all the Ill 

y trembling Heart forebodes, let me intreat you. 
erer to ſee this faithleſs Man again: 

et me forbid his coming. 

5 | | Cat. 
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Cal. On thy Life, \ better | 
| charge thee no; my Genius drives me on; Come ſm! 
I muſt, I will behold him once again; Caliſta ĩs 
Perhaps it is the Criſis of my Fate, the crow 
And this one Interview ſhall end my Cares. And bids 
My lab'ring Heart that ſwells with Indignation, Cal I. 
Heaves to diſcharge the Burden ; that once done, Ob! wh 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, And waſl 
And never beat again. Without 

Luc. Truſt not to that; Alt. C 
Rage is the ſhorteſt Paſſion of our Souls; This thy 
Like narrow Brooks that riſe with ſudden Show'rs, | {wear 11 
It ſwells in haſte, and falls again as ſoon ; WW ith Sig 
Still as it ebbs the ſofter Thoughts flow in, That tho 
And the Deceiver Love ſupplies its place. And kind 

Cal. I have been wrong'd enough to arm my Temper W Cal. I 
Againſt the ſmooth Deluſion ; but alas! duch He 
(Chide not my Weakneſs, gentle Maid, but pity me) WW U- ſuited 
A Woman's Softneſs hangs about me til! : dome ſul 
Then let me bluſh, and tell thee all my Folly. Has wro 
I ſwear I cold not ſee the dear Betrayer Mark bu 
Kneel at my Feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, How ver 
But my relenting Heart would pardon all, That fill 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. To me b 

Luc. Ve ſacred Powers, whoſe gracious Providence Or think 
Is watchful for our Good, Guard me from Men, Or any « 
From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and That du 

Flatteries ; Alt. I 

Still let me paſs neglected by their Eyes, To knoy 
Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, if ſtill to 
'That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, Throug] 
And fatal Love may never be my Bane. Throug 
Cal. Ha! Altamont? Caliſta, now be wary, fort 
And guard thy Soul's Acceiles with Diſſembling; be wort 
Nor let this hoſtile Huſband's Eyes explore 0 then | 
The warring Paſſions, and tumultuous Thoughts, And ſet 
That rage within thee, and deform thy Reaſon. Cal. 
ln whic 

Enter Altamont. As ſuch 


Alt. Begone my Cares, I give you to the Winds, 
Far to be borne, far froin the happy Altamont ; 
For from the ſacred Ara of my Love, Fu Sci. J 
tter 
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better Order of ſucceeding Days 
Come ſmiling forward, white and lucky all, 
Califia is the Miſtreſs of the Year, 
the crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty, 
And bids ev'n all my Hours, be good and joyful. 
Cal If T was ever Miſtreſs of ſuch Happineſs, 
0h! wherefore did I play th unthrifty Fool, 
And waſting all on others leave myſelf 
Without one Thought of Joy to give me Comfort ? 
Alt. Oh, mighty Love! Shall that fair Face profane 
This thy great Pp eſtival with Frowns and Sadnels ! 
[{wear it ſha'not be, for I will wooe thee 
With Sighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a Tranſport, 
That thou ſhalt catch the gentle Flame from mie, 
And kindle into Joy. 
Cal. I tell thee, Altamont, 
duch Hearts as ours were never pair'd above, 
[-ſuited to each other; join'd, not match'd! 
dome ſullen Influence, a Foe to both, 
Has wrought this fatal Marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds, 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this Day, 
That fills thee with ſuch Extaſy and Tranſport, 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, 
Or think it better than the Day before, 
Or any other in the Courſe of Time, 
That dully took its turn, and was forgotten. 
Alt. If to behold thee as my pledge of Happineſs, 
To know none fair, none excellent, beſide thee ; 
f ſtill to love thee with unweary'd Conſtancy 
Through ev'ry Seaſon, ev'ry Change of Life, 
Through wrinkled Age, through Sickneſs, and Miſ- 
fortune, 
be worth the leaſt Return of grateful Love, 
O then let my Caliſta bleſs this Day, 
And ſet it down for happy. 
Cal. Tis the Day 
n which my Father gave my Hand to A/tamont ; 
fs ſuch I will remember it for ever. 


Enter Sciolto, Horatio, and Lavinia. 
dei. Let Mirth go on, let Pleaſure know no pauſe, 


Buy 
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But fill up every Minute of this Day. 

'Tis yours, my Children, ſacred to your Loves; 

The glorious un himſelf for you looks gay, 

He ſhines for Altamont and for Caliſta. 

Let there be Muſick, let the Maſter touch 

The ſprightly String, and ſoftly-breathing Flute, 

Till Harmony rouſe ev'ry gentle Paſſion, 

Teach the cold Maid to loſe her fears in Love, 

And the fierce Youth to languiſh at her Feet. 

Begin: ev'n Age itſelf is chear'd with Muſic, 

It wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth, 

Calls back paſt Joys, and warms us into Tranſport. 
Here an Entertainment of Muſic and Dancing, 
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I. 
H Hay] ah turn! ah, hither would you fly, 
/ \ 00 charming, too relentleſs Maid & 
I follow net to Conquer, but to Die- 


You of the fearful are afraid. 
II 


In vain Icall; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 
Flies fwifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor cafts one pitying Look behind. 


Scio. Take care my Gates be open, bid all welcome; 
All who rejoice with me to-day are Friends : 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and ſwell the feaſt with Mirth. 
The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 
None ſhall be Bure nor to ſeverely wiſe ; 
Loſſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty, 
The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh! grant ye Powers, that I may ſee theſe happy, 
[Pointing to Altamont a 


Caliſta, 
Compleatly 


Compleat 
And leave 


Hor. V 
[ privatel 
This Let! 
Of his va 
Perhaps ! 
Ohno! r 
Methoug! 
That ſhoc 
Sreen'd | 
A ſpecioi 
0h, falſe 
Our boat 
Sill they 
With ſuc 
The firſt. 
Too blind 
Hz fell un 
Nor coul 
Had barg 

R 


— 


T O 
'F: 
A Mome 
my | n t ſr 
| vereſn1 


Of ſpeal 


8 The Fair Peniteur. 25 
Compl-atly bleſt, and I have Life enough 
And leave the reſt indifferently to Fate. [Exeunt. 


Manet Horatio. 


Hor. What if, while all are here intent on revelling, 
, [privately went forth, and ſought Lothario ? 
This Letter may be forg'd ; perhaps the Wantonneſs 
Of his vain Youth, to ſtain a Lady's Fame; 
perhaps his Malice to diſturb my Friend. 
Oh no! my heart forebodes it muſt be true, 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the Starts of Guilt, 
It. That ſhook her Saul; tho' damn'd Diſſimulation 
ncing. ¶ dkrcen'd her dark Thoughts, and ſet to Public View 
a ſpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty. 
Ob, falſe Appearance! What is all our Sov'reignty, 
Our boaſted Pow'r? when they oppoſe their Arts, 
Sill they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 
With ſuch ſmooth Looks, and many a gentle Word, 
Tae firſt fair She beguil'd her eaſy Lord; 
Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware, 
He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare ; 
Nor could believe that ſuch a Heav'nly Face 
tad bargain'd with the Devil, to damn her wretched 
Race. 5. [ Exit. 
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dome; 
The Street near Sciolto' Palace. 


Enter Lothario and Roſſano. 


LOTHARIO. 
T O tell thee then the Purport of my Thoughts; 


The Loſs of this fond Paper would not give me 
A Moment of Diſquiet, were it not 
' JM infrument of Vengeance on this Allamont; 
derefgre I mean to wait ſome Opportunity 
leatly Ot ſpeaking with the Maid we ſaw this Morning, 
B Ro / 
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Roeſ. T wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the Danger 
Of being ſeen; to day their Friends are round 'em, 
And any Eye, that lights by chance on you, 

Shall put your Life and Satety to the Hazard. 


[They confer aſide 
Enter Horatio. | 


Hor. Still J muſt doubt ſome Myſtery of Miſchief, 
Some Artifice beneath, Lothario's Father 
I knew him well, he was ſagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils, 
But of a cold, unactive Hand in War; 
Yet with theſe Coward's Virtues he undid 
My unſuſpecting, valiant, honelt Friend. 
Ih. 8on, if Fame miſlakes not, is more hot, 
More open and unartful—Ha! He's here! [Seeing bin 
Loth. Damnation! He again This ſecond Time 
To-day he has croſt me like my evil Genius. 
or. 1 ſought you, Sir. 
Loth. Tis well then I am found. 
Hor. Tis well you are: The Man who wrongs my 
Friend 
To the Earth's utmoſt Verge I would purſue ; 
No Place, tho' &'er ſo holy, ſhould protect him; 
No Shape that arttul Fear e'er form'd ſhould hide him, 
Till he fair Anſwer made, and did me juſtice, 
Loth. Ha! doit thou know me? that I am Lothario? 
As great a Name as this proud City boaſts of. 
Who is this mighty Man then, this Horatio ? 
That I ſhould baſely hide me from his Anger, 
Leit he ſhould chide me for his Friend's Diſpleaſure! 
Hor. The brave, 'tis true, do never ſhun the Light, 
Juſt as their Thoughts, - and open are their Tempers, 
Freely without Difguiſe they love and hate, 
Still are they found in the fait Face of Day, 
And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. 
Loth. Such let em be of mine: there's not a Purpoſe, 
Which my Soul ever fram'd, or my Hand acted, 
But I could well have bid the Worl4 look on, 
And what I once durit do, have dar'd to juſtify. | 
Hor. Where was this open Boldneſs, this free Spirit! 
When but this very Morning I furpriz'd thee, 
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jn baſe, diſhoneſt Privacy, confulting 
An bribing a 3 mercenary Wretch, 
Toi ell her Lad y's Secrets, ſtain her Honour, 
Ad with a forg'd Contrivance blaſt her Virtue: 
At Sight of me thou fled'ſt! 
Loth. Ha! fled from thee ? 
Hor. Thou fled'ſt! and Guilt was on thee, like a 
Thief, 
A Pilferer deſcry'd in ſome dark Corner, 
Wo there had lodg'd with miſchievous Intent 
To rob and ravage at the Hour of Reſt, 
And do a midnight Murder on the Sleepers. 
Lith. Slave! Villain! [Ofers to draw, Roſſano Bld. 
him. 
Ne. Hold, my Lord! think where you are, 
Think how unſate and hurtful to your Honour, 
t were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 
and ſhock the peaceful City with a Broil. 
Loth. Then ſince thou doit provoke my Vengeance, 
know 
2 not for this City's Wealth, for all 
Which the Sea watts to our Ligurian Shore, 
hut that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife of Altamont, ſhould be as public 
Wis the Noon-day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature: 
Think'ſt thou I meant the Shame ſhould be conceal'd ? 
Onno! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit Meſſenger to bear the News 
Lo the dull doating Huſband ; ; now I have found him, 
and thou art he. 
Hor. TI hold thee baſe enough 
To break through Law, and ſpurn at ſacred Order, 
nd do a brutal Injury like this; 
tet mark me well, young Lord, I think Caliſta 
Too Nice, too Noble, and too Great of Soul, 
To be the Prey of ſuch a Thing as thou art. 
T was baſe and poor, unworthy of a Man, 
Jo forge a Scrow!l ſo villainous and looſe, 
and mark it with a noble Lady's Name; 
Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt Arts ot Cowards, 
*r2nzers to Manhood, and to glorious Dangers z 
B 2 Who 
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Who bred at Home in Idleneſs and Riot, 
Ranſack for Miſtreſſes th' unwholſome Stews, 
And never know the Worth of virtuous Love. 

Loth. Think'ſt thou I forg'd the Letter? Think 
ſo ſtill, 

Till the broad Shame come ſtaring in thy Face, 
And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as he paſſes. 

Her. Away! no Woman could deſcend fo low: 
A ſkipping, dancing, worthleſs Tribe you are, 
Fit only for yourſelves. You herd together ; 
And when the circling Glaſs warms your vain Hearts, 
You talk of Beauties that you never ſaw, 
And fancy Raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being, 
Or being, ne'er were Saints, are not ſo falſe 
As the iond Tales which you recount of Love. 

Loth. But har | do not hold it worth my Leiſure, 
I could produce ſuch damning Proof. 

Hor. Tis falſe: 
You blaſt the Fair with Lies becauſe they ſcorn you, 
Hate you like Age, like Uglineſs and Impotence ; 
Rather than make you bleſt, they wou'd die Virgins, 
And itop the Propagation of Mankind. 

Loth. It is the Curſe of Fools to be ſecure, 
And that be thine and Altamont's: Dream on, 
Nor think upon my Vengeance, ttill thou feeP it. 

Hor. Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel; 
Tho' think greatly of Caliſta's Virtue 
And hold it far beyond thy Pow'r to hurt; 
Yet as ſhe ſhares the Honour of my Altamont, 
That Treaſure of a Soldier, bought with Blood, 
And kept at Li e's Expence, I mutt not have 
(Mark me, young Sir) her very Name profan'd. 
Learn to reſtrain the Licence of your Speech ; 
Tis held you are too laviſh : When you are met 
Among your Set of Fools, talk of your Dreſs, 
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horſes, and yourſelves ; 
Tis ſafer and becomes your Underſtandings. 

Loth. What if we pats beyond this folezun Order? 
And in Defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 
Indulge gur gayer Thoughts, let Laughter looſe, 
Ard ute his lacrze Friendihip for our Mirth, 
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Hor. "Tis well! Sir, you are pleaſant———— 
Leth. By the Joys, 
Which yet my Soul has uncontroll'd purſu'd, 
would not turn aſide from my leaſt Pleaſure, 
Tho' all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way; 
But like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commoners, 
That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flow'ry Gardens, 
Rifle the Sweets, and taſte the choiceſt Fruits, 
Yet ſcorn to aſk the Lordly Owner's Leave. 
Her. What Liberty has vain preſumptuous Youth, 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare provoke me unchaſtis'd ? 
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee ſhun my Walks ; 
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place 
Again thou'rt found, expect a Puniſhment, 
Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 
Ex:& from thoſe who wrong em much, ev'n Death; 
Or ſomething worſe ; an injur'd Huſband's Vengeance 
Shall print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy fine Form, 
And ſcatter thee to all the Winds of Heav'n. 
Loth. Is then my Way in Genoa preſcrib'd, 
By a Dependant on the wretched Altamont, 
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in Taverns, 
And vouches for his Valour's Reputation ? 
Hor. Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners. 
Loth. Or it there be a Name more vile, his Paraſite : 
A Beggar's Paraſite ! 
Hor. Now learn Humanity, 
[Offers to firike him. Roſſano interpoſes. 
dince Brutes and Boys are only taught with Blows. 
Loth. Damnation! [They draw, 
Reſ. Hold, this goes no further here. 
Horatio, tis too much; already ſee, 
The Croud are gath'ring to us. 
Loth. Oh Roſſano! 
Or give me way, or thou art no more my Friend. 
Ro /. Sciolto's Servants too have ta'en th' Alarm; 
You'll be oppreſt by Numbers: be advis'd, 
Or I muſt force you hence; take't on my Word, 
You ſhall have Juſtice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my Lord. 
Lot. This wo'not brook Delay ; 
Weſt of the Town a Mile, among the Rocks, 
Par B 3 Two 
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Two Hours ere Noon tc-morrow I expect thee, 
Thy ſingle Land to mine. 
Hor Il meet thee th-re. 
Let. To-morow, oh my better Stars! to-morrow 
Exert your Influence, ſuine ſtrongly tor me; 
Lis not a common Conqueſt J would gain, 
Since Love, as well as Arme, muſt grace my Triumph. 
[Exeun! Lothario and Roſſana. 
Hor. Two Hours tre Noon to-morrow ! Ha! ere that 
He fees Caliſ, Oh unthinking Fool 
What it urg ter with the Crime and Danger? 
Ii any Spark from Heay'n remain unquench'd 
Within her Breaſt, my Breath perhaps may wake it; 
Cou'd I but profper there, I wou'd not doubt 
My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boaſler. 
Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldom Fools are juſt, 
So many of your Sex wou'd not in vain, 
Of broken Vows, and faithleſs Men, complain. 
al! the various Wretches Love has made, 
How few have been by Men of Senſe betray'd? 
Co:vinc'd by Reaſon, they your Pow'r confeſs, 
5 


Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, 
And conſcious of your Worth, can never love you 
[ Exit. 


ART | HE. SCENTED 


An Apartment in Sciolto' Palace. 
Enter Sciolto and Caliſta. 


CCTIOLT O: 


OW by my Life, my Honour, tis too much; 
Have I not mark'd thee wayward as thou art, 
Perverſe and ſullen all this Day of Joy? 


When every Heart was cheer'd, and Mirth went round, 


Sorrow, Diſpleaſure, and repining Anguiſh, 
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dat on thy Brow ; like ſome malignant Planet, 
Foe to the Harveſt, and the healthy Year, 
Who ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the World ; 
When all the other Stars, with gentle Aſpect, 
Propitious ſhine, and meaning Good to Man. 
Cal. Is then the Taſk of Duty half perform'd? 
Has not your Daughter giv'n herſelf to Altamont, 
Yielded the native Freedom of her Will 
To an Imperious Huſband's lordly Rule, 
To gratify a Father's ſtern Command ? 
Scio. Doſt thou Complain ? 
Cal. For Pity do not frown then, 
[fin deſpite of all my vow'd Obedience, 
A Sigh breaks out, or a Tear falls by chance; 


For oh! That Sorrow which has drawn your Anger, 


the fad Native of Califta's Breœaſt, 
And once poſſeſt will never quit its Dwelling, 
Till Life, the Prop of all, ſhall leave the Building, 
To tumble down, and moulder into Ruin. 

$ci9. Now by the ſacred Duſt of that dear Saint, 
That was thy Mother, by her wond'rous Goocnets, 
Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying Sweetneſs, 
I {wear ſome ſullen Thought that ſhuns the Light, 
Lurks underneath that Sadneſs in thy Viſage. 
But mark me well; tho' by yon' Heav'n 1 love thee, 
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can; 
Yet ſhou'dſt thou (which the Pow'rs above forbid) 
er ſtain the Honour of thy Name with Infamy, 
[ caſt thee off, as one whole Impious Hands 
Had rent aſunder Nature's neareſt Ties, 
Which once divided never join again. | 
To-day, Pye made a noble Youth thy Huſband, 
Conſider well his Worth, reward his Love, 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art ſo. 


Cal. How hard is the Condition of our Sex. 
Thro' ev'ry State of Life the Slaves of Man? 
In all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 
A rigid Father dictates to our Wills, 
And deals out Pleaſure with a ſcanty Hand: 
To his, the Tyrant Huſband's Reign ſucceeds; 
Proud with Opinion of ſuperior Reaſon, 
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He holds domeſtic Bus'neſs and Devotion 

All we are capable to know, and ſhuts us,. 

Like cloiſter'd Idiots, from the World's Acquaintaney, 
And all the Joys of Freedom. Wherefore are we 
Born with high Souls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 
Shake off this vile Obedience they exact, 

And claim an equal Empire o'er the World? 


Enter Horatio. 


Hor. She's here! yet oh! My Tongue is at a Loſs: 
Teach me, ſome Pow'r, that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs my Purpoſe up in gractous Words ; 

Such as may ſoftly ſteal upon her Soul, 

And never waken the tempeſtuous Paſlions. 

By Heav'n ſhe weeps ! Forgive me, Fair Calif, 
If I preſume on Privilege of Friendſhip, 

To join my Grief to your's, and mourn the Evils 
That hurt your Peace, and quench thoſe Eyes in Tear, 
Cal. To fteal unlook'd-for on my private Sorrow, 

Speaks not the Man of Honour, nor the Friend, 
But rather means the Spy. 
Hor. Unkindly ſaid! 
For oh! as ſure as you accuſe me falſly, 
I come to prove myſelf Caliſta's Friend. 
Cal. You are my Huſband's Friend, the Friend of 
Altamont. 

Her. Are you not one? Are you not join'd by Heav'n, 
Fach interwoven with the other's Fate ? 

Are you not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
Whoſe blended Waters are no more diftinguiſh'd 
But roll into the Sea, one common Flood ? 

Then, whe can give his Friendſhip but to one ? 
Who can be Altamont's, and not Califta's ? 

Cal. Force, and the Wills of our imperious Rulers, 
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain, 

But Minds will ſtill look back to their own Choice. 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, 

Stands on the — and ſends his Wiſhes back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came. 

Hor. When Souls that ſhould agree to Will the ſame, 
To have one common Objet for their Wiſhes, 
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Look different ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs enſues ; 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the genial Bed, 
The Nights ſhall.all be lonely and unquiet, 
And ev'ry Day ſhall be a Day of Cares. 

Cal. Then all the boaſted Office of thy Friendſhip; 
Was but to tell Caliſta what a Wretch ſhe is; 

Alas! What needed that? 

Hor. Oh! rather ſay, 

[came to-rell her how ſhe might be happy ; 

To ſooth: the ſecret Anguiſh of her Soul, 

To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 

Cal. Say thou, to whom this Paradiſe is known, 
Where lies the bliſsful: Region? Mark my way to it, 
For oh! 'tis ſure, I long to be at Reſt. 

Her. Then to be Good is to be Happy; — Angels 
Are happier than Mankind, becauſe they are better. 
Guilt is the Source of Sorrow. ;: tis the Fiend, 
Thavenging Fiend, that follows us behind 
With Whips and Stings; the Bleſt know none of this, 
But reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, 

And find the Height of all their Heay'n is Goodneſs. 

Cal. And what bold Paraſite's officious 'T.ongue 
Shall dare to tax Caliſta's Name with. Guilt ? 

Hor. None ſhould ; but 'tis a buſy. 3 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind, 

As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. 

Cal. What myſtic Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
Which thou wou'dſt ſeem unwilling to expreſs, 
As if it meant Diſhonour to my Virtue ? 

Away with:this ambiguous ſhuffling Phraſe, , 
And let thy Oracle be underſtood. 

Hor. Lathario.!l. 

Cal. Ha! What wou'dſt thou mean by him? 

Hor. Lot hariound Caliſta ! Thus they join. 
Two Names which Heav'n decreed ſhould never meet; 
Hence have the Talkers of this populous City, 

A ſbamefub Tale. to tell for, public Per, | 
Of an unhappy Beauty, a, falſe Fair One, 
ho plighted to a noble Youth her Faith, 
Vhen ſhe had g ven her Honour to a Wretchs. 
B. 55 Call. 
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Cal. Death! and Confuſion! have I liv'd to this? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly Infolence ! 

To be the Sport of a looſe Rufhan's Tongue! 
Thus to be us'd! thus! like the vileſt Creature, 
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy. 

Hor. By Honour and fair Truth you wrong me much; 
For, on my ſoul, nothing but ſtrong Neceſſity 
Cou'd urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office: 

{ came with ſtrong ReluQance, as if Death 
Had ſtood a-croſs my Way, to ſave your Honour, 
Your's and Sciolto's, your's and Altamont's ; 

Like one who ventures through a burning Pile, 
Lo fave his tender Wife with all her Brood 

Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Rum. 

Cal. Is this! is this the famous Friend of Altamont, 

For noble Worth, and Decds of Arms renown'd ? 

Is this! this Tale-bearing, officious Fellow, 

That watches for Intelligence from Eyes; 

This wretched Argus of a jealous Huſband, 

That fills Eis eaſy Ears with monſtrous Tales, 

And makes him toſs, and rave, and wreak at length. 
Bloody Revenge on his defenceleſs Wite ; 

Who guiltleſs dies, becauſe her Fool ran rad ? 

Hor. Alas! this Rage is vain ; for if your Fame, 
Or Peace be worth your Care, you muſt be calm, 
Ard liſten to the Means are left to ſave em. 

"is nov the lucky Minute of your Fate. 

By me your G nius ſpeaks, by me it warns jou, 
Never to ſee that curit Lothario more; 

Unleſs you mean to be deſpis'd, be ſhunn'd 

By all vors virtuous Maids and noble Matrons ; , 
Unleſs you bave devoted this rare Beauty 

To Infamy, Diſeaſes, Proſtitution. 

Cal. Diſhonour blaſt thee, bale, unmanner'd Slave! 
That dar'tt forget my Birth, and ſacred Sex, 

And ſhock me with the rude unhallow'd Sound. 

flor, Here kneel, and in the awful Face of Heav'n: 
Breathe out a folewn Vow, never to ſec, 

Nor think, if poſſible, on him that rujn'd thee ; 

Ir by my Alamont's dear Lite I ſwear, 

This Paper! —Nay you. muſt not fly !--This Paper, 

Holding her. 
This 


» 


This gu 
Cal. \ 
triv 
Haſt tho 
To turn 
That Al 
A Wron 
The We 
To urge 
That for 
Hor. | 
dee whe 


6 ps 
Thus le! 
The wic 

Hor. ( 

Cal. | 
Meddle 
To brea 
lam my 
And wo 


Alt. 
Bry 

Joy of 1 
The Wi 
Ohl let 
And tell 
Till my 
Diſordei 
My Frie 
Tell me 
That m 
And do 
Cak” 
Alt: 1 
Cal. 
Alt. ! 
Could h 
One Fai 


uch; 


vont, 


th. 


Ive 


The Fair Penitent. 35 


This guilty Paper ſhall divulge your Shame 

Cal What 3 thou by that Paper? What Con- 
trivance x . 

Haſt thou been forging to deceive my Father, 

To turn his Heart againſt his wretched Daughter, 

That Altamont and thou- may ſhare his Wealth * 

A Wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The Weakneſs of my Sex. Oh for a Sword, 

To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 

That forg'd the Scrowl. 
Hor. Behold, can this be forg'd ? 

dee where Califta's Name 


[Shewing the Letter near. 
Cal. To Atoms thus, [Tearing it. 
Thus let me tear the vile, deteſted Falſhood, 
The wicked, lying Evidence of Shame. 
Hor. Confuſion! 
Cal. Henceforth, thou officious Fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy Life 
To breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue: 
lam myſelf the Guardian of my Honour, 
And wo'rot bear ſo inſolent a Monitor. 


Enter Altamont. 


2 Where is my Life, my Love, my charming 
ride, 8 
Joy of my Heart, and Pleaſure of my Eyes, 
The Wiſh, and Care, and Bus'neſs of my Youth ?: 
Ohl let me find her, ſnatch her to my Breaſt !. 
And tell her ſhe delays my Bliſs too long, 
Till my ſoft Soul ev'n ſickens with Deſire. 
Viſorder'd !=—=and in Tears! Heratio too! 
My Friend is in Amaze !—W hat can it mean? 
Tell me, Caliſſa, who has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift Sword may find out the Offender, 
And do thee ample Juſtice. 

Cal. Turn to him. 

Alt. Horatio 

Cal. To that Infolent:. 

Alt. My Friend! 
Could he do this! He, who was half myſelf!” 
One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 

Guided 


n 


And treat me like a common Proſtitute. 
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Guided our Wills: have I not found him juſt, 
Honeſt as Truth itſelf? And cou'd he break 
The Sanity of Friendſhip ? Cou'd he wound. 
The Heart of Altamont in his Caliſta ? 

Cal. I thought what juſtice I ſhou'd, find from thee! 
Go fawn upon him, liſten to his Tale, 
Applaud his Malice, that would blaſt my Fame, 


Thou art perhaps Confed'rate in his Miſchief, 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 
Alt. Oh impious! What preſumptuous Wretch 
ſhall dare 
To offer at an Injury like that? 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardice itſelf, 
Shall fave him from the Fury of my Vengeance. 
Cal. The Man who dar'd to do it was Horatio | 
Thy darling Friend! "Twas Altamont's Horatio! 
But mark me well! while thy divided Heart 
Dotes on a Villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No Force ſhall drag me to thy hated Bed; 
Nor can my cruel Father's Pow'r do more 
Then ſhut me in a Cloiſter ; there, well pleas'd,. 
Religious Hardſhips will I learn to. bear, 
To taft, and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'r ;; 
Nor think it bard, within a lonely Cell, 


With melancholy, ſpeechleſs Saints to dwell; 


But bleſs the Day I to that Refuge ran, 
Free from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, 
Man. [Exit Caliſta. 

Alt. She's gone; and as ſhe went, ten thouſand Fires 

Shot from her angry Eyes, as if ſhe meant 

Too well to keep the cruel Vow ſhe made. 

Now as thou art a Man, Horatio, tell me, 

What means this wild Confuſion in thy Looks ?- 

As if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 

Madneſs and Reaſon combating within thee; 

And thou wert doubtful which ſhou'd get the better. 
Hor. I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate. 

Has otherwiſe decreed it; thou haſt ſeen 

That Idol of thy Soul, that fair Caliſta, 

"Thou haſt beheld her Tears. 
Alt. I have ſeen her weep, 
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Pre ſeen that lovely One, that dear Caliſta, 
Complaining in the Bitterneſs of Sorrow, 

That thou! my Friend! Horatio] thou haſt wrong d her. 
Hor. That I have wrong'd her! Had her Eyes been fed 
From that rich Stream which warms her Heart, and 

. number'd 
For ev'ry falling Tear a Drop of Blood, 
ſt had not been too much; for ſhe has ruin'd thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altament ! She has undone thee. 
Alt. Doſt thou join Ruin with Caliſta's Name? 
What is ſo fair, ſo exquiſitely good? 
Is ſhe not more than Painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love? 
Does ſhe not come, like Wiſdom, or good Fortune, 
Replete with Bleſſings, giving Wealth and Honour? 
The Dowry which ſhe brings is Peace and Pleaſure, 
And everlaſting Joys are in her Arms, 
Her. It had been better thou hadſt liv'd a Beggar,. 
And fed on Scraps at great Men's ſurly Doors, 
Than to have match'd with one ſo falſe, ſo fatal! 
Alt. It is too much for Friendſhip to allow thee :. 
Becauſe I tamely bore. the Wrong c didſt her, 
Thou doſt avow the barb'rous, brutal Part, 
And urge the Injury ev'n to my Face. 
Hor. I ſee ſne as got Poſſeſſion of thy Heart, 
dhe'as charm'd thee, like a Siren, ta her Bed, 
With Looks of Love and with enchanting Sounds ;: 
Too late the Rocks and Quickſands will appear: 
When thou art wreckt upon the faithleſs Shore, 
Then vainly wiſh thou hadit not left thy Friend, 
To follow her Deluſion, | 
Alt. If thy Friendſhip 
Do churliſhly deny my * a Rdom, 
lt is not worth my keeping, I diſclaim it. 
Hor. Canſt thou ſo. ſoon forget what I have been 
to thee ? | 
[ ſhar'd the Taſk of Nature with thy Father, 
And form'd with Care thy unexperienc'd Vouth 
To Virtue and to Arms. | 
Thy noble Father, Oh thou light young Man! 
wou d he have.us'd me thus? One Fortune fed * 
U. 
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For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flourith'd, and together fell. 


He call'd me Friend, like thee : wou'd he have left ne 


Thus? for a Woman? nay, a vile one too? 

Alt. Thou canſt not, darſt not mean it; ſpeak again, 
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Califta. 

Hor. I had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compelPd, 
And forc'd to clear myſelf ; but ſince thus urg'd, 

I mutt avow I do not know a viler. 

Alt. Fhou wert my Father's Friend, he lov'd thee 

well; 

A kind of venerable Mark of him 

Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my Ven- 
geance : 

I cannot, dare not lift my Sword againſt thee, - 

But henceforth never let me ſee thee more. [Going out, 

Hor. I love thee ſtill, ungrateful as thou art, 

And muſt, and will preſerve thee from Diſhonour, 
Ey'n in deſpite of thee. [ Holds hin, 

Alt. Let go my Arm. 

Hor. II Honour be thy Care, if thou wou'dit live, 
Without the Name of credulous, wittal Huſband, 
Avoid thy Bride, ſhun her deteſted Bed, 
The Joys it yields are daſh'd with Poiſon 

Alt. Ont 
To urge me but a Minute more is fatal. 

Hor. She is polluted! ſtain'd! 

Alt. Madneſs and Raging 
But hence! 

Hor. Diſhonour'd by the Man you hate. 

Alt. I pr'ythee looſe me yet, for thy on Sake, 
If Life be worth the keeping.“ 

Hor. By Lothario. | 

Alt. Perdition take thee, Villain, for the-Falſhood. 

[Strikes hin 
Now-notking but thy Life can make Atonement. 
Hor. A blow ! Thou haſt us'd me well [Draw 
Alt. This to thy Heart. N 


Hor. Yet hold! By Heav'n his Father's i 
his. Face, 

Spite of my Wrongs my Heart runs Oer with. Ter- 
derneſs, 
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And I cou'd rather die myſelf than hurt him. 
Alt. Defend thyſelf, for by my much-wrong'd Love, 
[{wear the poor Evaſion ſhall not fave thee. 
Hor. Yet hold! thou knoweſt I dare !—-Think how 
we've iv'd 
[They fight ; Altamont preſſes on Horatio, who retires, 
Nay! then 'tis brutal Violence! and thus, 
Thus Nature bids me guard the Lite ſhe gave. 


[They fight: 


Lavinia enters, and runs between their Swords. 


Lav, My Brother! my Horatio! is it pollible ? 
Oh! turn your cruel Swords upon Lavinia. 
if you mult quench your impious Rage in Blood, 
Bchold my Heart ſhall give you all her Store, 
To fave thoſe dearer Steams that flow from your's 
Alt. Tis well thou haſt found a Safe-guard ; none 
but this, 
No pow'r on Earth cou'd fave thee irom my Fury. 
Lav. Oh fatal deadly Sound ! 
Hor. Safety from thee! 
Away, vain Boy! Haſt thou forgot the Reverence- 
Due to my Arm, thy firſt, thy great Example, 
Which pointed out thy Way to noble Daring, 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a, Man? 
Lav. What buſy, meddling Fiend, what Foe to 
Goodneſs. 
Could kindle ſuch a Diſcord? Oh! lay by 
koſe moſt ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons, 
Unleſs you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears, 
dnould ftretch me out at your relentleſs Feet, 
\ wretched Coarſe, the Victim of your Fury. 
Her. Aſk'ſt thou what made us Foes? 'twas baſe 
Ingratitude ; 
Twas ſuch a'Sin to Friendſhip, as Heav'n's Mercy, 
i bat ſtrives with Man's untoward, monſtrous Wick=- 
_ ednels, 
Unweaty'd with forgiving, ſcarce could pardon. 
fle, who was all to me, Child! Brother! Friend! 
With barb'rous bloody Malice, ſought my Life. 
Alt. Thou art my Siſter, and l would not make thee: 


There- 


The lonely Mourner of a widow'd Bed, 
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Therefore thy Huſband's Life is ſafe: but warn him, 
No more to know this hoſpitable Roof. 
He has bu: ill repaid Sciolto's Bounty; 
We muſt not meet; tis dangerous; farewel. 
[He is going, Lavinia holds hin 
Lav. Stay, Altamont, my Brother ſtay, if ever 
Nature, or what is nearer much than Nature, 
The kind Conſent of our agreeing Minds, 
Have made us dear to one another, ſtay, 
And ſpeak one gentle Word to your Horatio. 
Behold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you, 
'Lo call you Friend, then preſs you hard with all 
The tender, ſpeechleſs Joy of Reconcilement: 
Alt. It cannot, ſha'not be! 
Lav. Look kindly then! 
Alt. Each Minute that I ſtay, 
Is a new Injury to fair Caliſta. 
From thy falſe Friendſhip to her Arms Ill fly; 
There, if in any pauſe of Love I reſt, 
Breathleſs with Bliſs, upon her panting Breaſt, 
In braken melting Accents I will ſwear, 
Hlenceforth to truſt wy Heart with none but her; 
Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithleſs Friend. 
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and Exit: 
Hor. Oh, raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth; 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 
This wond'rous waſte of Tears, too much to give, 
To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother. 


Law. Is there not cauſe for Weeping? Oh Horatis 


A Brother and a Huſband were my Treaſure, 

T was all the little Wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortunes. 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, 

If thou ſhouldſt prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom ſhall I find to pity my Diſtreſs, - 

To have Compaſſion on a-helpleſs Wanderer. 

And give her where to lay her wretched Head? 


Her. Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft Com: 


plainings ? 
Tho' Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
Yet think not IIimpute his Crimes to thee, 
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Talk not of being forſaken, for I'll keep thee 
Next to my Heart, my certain pledge of Happineſs. 
Heay'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of Goodneſs, 
And made thee all my Portion here on Earth; 
| gave thee to me, as a large amends, 
Fir Fortune, Friends, and all the World beſide. 
Lav. Then you will love me ſtill, cheriſh me ever, 
And hide me from Misfortune in your Boſom: 
Here end my Cares, nor will I loſe one Thought, 
How we ſhall live, or purchaſe Food and Raiment. 
The holy pow'r, who clothes the ſenſeleſs Earth, 
With 1 with Fruits, with Flow'rs and verdant 
Graſs, 
Whoſe bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creation, 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us. 
Hor. From Genoa, From Falſhood and Inconſtancy, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant Clime we'll go, 
Nor will I be beholden to my Country, 
for ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight. 
Lav. Yes, I will follow thee ; forſake, for thee, 
My Country, Brother, Friends, ev'n all I have; 
Tho' mine's a little all; yet were it more, 
And better far, it ſhou'd be left for thee, 
And all that I wou'd keep ſhou'd be Horatio. 
do when the Merchant ſees his Veſſel loft, 
Th' richly freighted from a foreign Coaſt, 
Gladly, 2 Lite, the Treaſure he wou'd give; 
And only wiſhes to eſcape, and live. 
Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind, 
But driving ofer the Billows with the Wind, 
Cleaves to one faithful Plank, and leaves the reſt 
behind, 


[Exeunt. 
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CT VV. SCENE: £ 


„„ 


Enter Altamont. 


ALTAMONT. 


IT H what unequal Tempers are we form'd? 

\ One Day the Soul, ſupine with Eaſe and Fulnef, 
Reveis tecure and fondly tells herſelf, 
{the Hour of Evil can return no more; 
The next, the Spirits pall'd, and ſick of Riot, 
Turn all to Diſcord, and we hate our Beings, 
Curſe the paſt Joy, and think it Folly all, | 
And Bitterneſs, and Anguiſh, Oh! laſt Night! 
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back 
For all that Maſs of Friendſhip which I ſquander'd? 
Coldneſs, Averſion, Tears, and ſullen Sorrow, 
Daſh'd all my Bliſs, and damp'd my Bridal Bed. 
Soon as the Morning cawn'd, ſhe vaniſh'd from me, 
Relentleſs to the gentle Call of Love. 
have loſt a Friend, and I have gain'd—a Wife! 
Turn not to Thought, my Brain ; but let me find 
Some unfrequented Shade, there lay me down, 
And let forgetful Dulneſs ſteal upon me, 
To ſoften and aſſuage this Pain of thinking. 


Enter Lothario and Caliſta. 


Loth. Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 
Laugh in thy Eyes, and revel in thy Heart, 
Kindle again his Torch, and hold it high, 
To light us to new Joys ; nor let a Thought 
Of Diſcord, or Diſquiet paſt, moleſt thee z 
But to a long Oblivion give thy Cares, 
And let us melt the preſent Hour in Bliſs, 
Cal. Seek not to ſooth me with thy falſe Endeat- 
ments, 
To charm me with thy Softneſs: tis in vain ; 
Thou can'ſt no more betray, nor I be ruin d. 
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Are waſted all and fled ; thoſe that remain 

Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguiſh, and Repentance. 

[come to charge thee with a long Account, 

Of all the Sorrows I have known already, 

And all I have to come; thou hait undone me. 
Lith. Unjuſt alifa ! doſt thou call it Ruin, 

To love as we have done; to melt and languiſh, 

To wiſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely Happy, 

And then be bleſt ev'n to that Wiſh's Height? 

To die with Joy, and ſtrait to live again, 

eechleſs to gaze, and with tumultuous Tranſport ?— 
Cal. Oh! let me hear no more, I cannot bear it. 

Tis deadly to Remembrance ; let that Night, 

That guilty Night be blotted from the Year, 

let not the Voice of Mirth, or Muſic know it, 

Let it be dark and deſolate, no Stars 

Jo glitter o'er it; let it wiſh for Light, 

Yet want it ſtill, and vainly wait the Dawn; 

for twas the Night that gave me up to Shame, 

To Sorrow, to perfidious falſe Lsthario. 
Loth. Hear this, ye Pow'rs! mark how the fair 
Deceiver | 

dy complains of violated Truth; 

dhe calls me falſe, ev'n She, the faithleſs She, 

V * Day and Night, whom Heav'n and Earth have 

eard 

ighing to vow, and tenderly proteſt, 

len thouſand times, ſhe would be only mine, 

And yet behold, ſhe has giv'n herſelf away, 

Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another, 

Lv'n to the Man whom moſt I hate on Earth. 
Cal. Art thau fo baſe to upbraid me with a Crime, 

Which nothing but thy Cruelty could cauſe ? 

if Indignation, raging in my Soul, 

for thy unmanly Inſolence and Scorn, 

Urg'd me to do a Deed of Def peration, 

ud wound myſelf to be reveng'd on thee, 

[hink whom I ſhou'd devote to Death and Hell, 

Whom curſe, as my Undoer, but Lothario ; 

tadft thou been ſuſt, not all Sciolta's Pow'r, 

Not all the Vows and Pray'rs of ſighing Altamont, 

Could have preyaild, or won me to forſake thee. K 

Lotb. 
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Cal. DiſtraQion ! Fury! Sorrow I Shame f and Ds 
4 


Loeb. How have 1 fail'd in Juſtice, or in Love? Alt. Th 
Burns not my Flame as brightly as at firſt ? d- 
Ev'n now my Heart beats high, 1 languiſh for thee, It raints th 
My Tranſports are as fierce, as ſtrong my Wiſhes, This for & 
As if thou badft never bleſt me with thy Beauty. 

Cal. How didit thou dare to think that I would live 
A Slave to baſe Defires, and brutal Ples ſures, Loth . 0 
To be a wretched Wanton for thy Leiſure, Thou haſt 
To toy, and waſte an Hour of idle Time with? declining” 
My Soul dildains thee for ſo mean a Thought. ſet let no! 

Let. The driving Storm of Paſſion will have Way, conquer“ 
And I mutt yield before it; wert thou calm, ; ſhoſe Joy 
Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou haſt doon!'d, That ſwee 

Has yet a thouſand tender Things to plead, Aorns my 
To charm thy Rage, and mitigate his Fate. — = 
ncompal; 

Enter behind them Altamont, | Bat his or 

Alt. I have loſt my Peace! — Ha! do I live and | 

wake! — 

Cal. Hadſt thou been true, how happy had [ been! 

Not 4ltamont, but thou hadſt been my fas Ait. WI 
But wherefore nam'd I Happineſs with thee ? Cal. Of 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; it. Oh 
For thee, my ſecret Soul each Hour arraigns me, dell thou 
Calls me to anſwer for my Virtue ſtain'd, | though 
My Honour loſt to thee; for thee it haunts me, Cal. Tl 
With ſtern Sciolto vowing Vengeance on me; 0h! thou 
With Altamont complaining for his Wrongs —— thou has 

Alt. Behold him here [Coming forward The midni 

Cal. Ah! [Starting lwou'd no 

Alt. The Wretch ! whom thou haſt made, ut dig do 
Curſes and Sorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, and hide 1 
And Vengeance is the only Good left. [Drawing] S [wv 

Loth. Thou haſt ta'en me ſomewhat unawares, , . It i 

true ; The wrctc 

But Love and War take Turns like Day and Night, . G“ 
And little Preparation ſerves my Turn, uinels! 

Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field. leu the tn 

We've long been Foes, this Moment ends our Quarte Waſh 1 d 

Earth, Heav'n, and fair Caliſta judge the Combat. . x for un 

hen Jar 


Peace ſuall 
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Alt. Thou haſt talk'd too much, thy Breath is Poiſon 


to me, 
taints the ambient Air; this for my Father. 


5 This for Sciolto, and this laſt for Altamont. 
, [They fight ; Lothario is wounded once or 
4 li twice, and then falls. 


Loth. Oh, Altamont ! thy Genius is the ſtronger, 
Thou haſt prevail'd ! — My fierce, ambitious Soul 
Declining droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 
let let not this Advantage ſwell thy Pride, 
lconquer'd in my turn, in Love I triumph'd : 

Thoſe Joys are lodg'd beyond the Reach of Fate; 

That ſweet Revenge comes ſmiling to my Thoughts, 
\dorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [Dies. 
Cal. And what remains for me, beſet with Shame, 
Encompaſs'd round with Wretchedneſs? There is 

but this one Way, to break the Toil, and 'ſcape. 

[She catches up Lothario's Sword, and offers 
to kill herſelf, Altamont runs to her, and 
wwreſts it from her. 

/it. What means thy frantic Rage? 

Cal. Off! let me go. : 

At. Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me: yet ſtill, 
Nil thou art here! and my Soul ſtarts with Horror, 
thought of any Danger that may reach thee. 

Cal. Think'ſt thou I mean to live? to be forgiv'n ? 
0h! thou haſt known but little of Caliſta; 
thou hadſt never heard my Shame, if only 
The midnight Moon, and filent Stars had ſeen it, 
vou'd not bear to be reproach'd by them, 
but dig down deep to find a Grave beneath, 
and hide me from their Beams. 

dei [within.) What ho! my Son! 

Alt. It is Scislto calls; come near and find me, 
the wictche- lt Thing of all my Kind on Earth. 

Ca! it the Voice ot Thunder, or my Father? 
\ininels! Comuſion! let the Storm come on, 
len the tnmultuous Roar drive all upon me, 
varrel Da y devoted Bark; ye Surges, break it; 

F Is for my Kuin that the Tempeſt riſes. 
When J am ioſt, tunk to the Bottom low, 
race ſaall return, and all be calm again. 
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Enter Sciolto. 


Sci. Ev'n now Roſſuans leap'd the Garden Walls 
Ha ! Death has been among you — Oh, my Fears! 
Laſt Night thou hadſt a Diff rence with thy Friend, 
The Cauſe thou gav'ſt me for it was a damn'd one; 
Didſt thou not wrong the Man who told thee Truth? 
Anſwer me quick 

Alt. Oh! preſs me not to ſpeak, 

Ev'n now my Heart is breaking, and the Mention 

Will lay me dead before you ; ſee that Body, 

And gueſs my Shame! my Ruin! oh Caliſta ! 
Sci. It is enough! but I am flow to execute, 

And Juſtice lingers in my lazy Hand; 

Thus let me wipe Diſhonour from my Name, 

And cut thee from th: Earth, thou Stain to Goodneſs— 

[Offers to kill Calitta, Altamont holds him. 

A't. Stay thee, Sciollo, thou raſh Father, ſtay, 

Or turn the Point on me, and thro' my Breaſt 

Cut out the bloody Paſſage to Caliſta; 

So ſhall my Love be perfect, while tor her 

I die, for whom alone I wiſh'd to live. 

Cal. No, Altamont ! iny Heart, that ſcorn'd thy Lore, 

Shall never be indebted to thy Pity ; 

Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 

Still I have ſomething of Sciolto's Virtue. 

Yes! yes, my Father, I applaud thy Juſtice, 

Strike home, and I will bleſs thee for the Blow, 

Be merciful, and free me from my Pain, 

"Tis ſharp, 'tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe 

The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heay'n, and Thee, 
Ev'n Thee, thou venerable good old Man, 

For being Author of a Wretch like me. 

Alt. Li.ten not to the Wildneis of her Raving. 
Remember Nature ! Shou'd thy Daughter's Murder 
Defile that Hand, ſo juſt, fo great in Arms, 

Her Blood wou's reſt upon thee to Poſterity, 
Pollute thy Name, and fully all thy Wars. 

Cal. Have I not wrong'd his gentle Nature much! 
And yet behold him plea ing for my Life. 

Loſt as thou art to Virtue, Oh Caliſta! 
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[think thou canſt not bear to be outdone ; 
Then haſte to die, and be oblig'd no more. 
$i, Thy pious Care has given me time to think, 
ud ſav'd me from a Crime; then reſt, my Sword; 
Jo Honour have I kept thee ever ſacred, 
Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh Revenge; 
But, mark me well, I will have Juſtice done ; 
Hope not to bEar away thy Crimes unpunith'd, 
[will ſee Juſtice executed on thee, 
Pn to a Roman Strictneſs; and thou, Nature, 
0: whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 
be ſtill, thy tender Strugglings are in vain. 
Cal. Then I am doom'd to live, and bear your Tri— 
umph? 
To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraidings, 
Jaily to be reproach'd, and have my Miſery 
\t viorn, at Noon, at Night told over to me. 
leſt my Remembrance might grow pitiful, 
ind grant a Moment's Interval of Peace; 
this, is this the Mercy of a Father? 
loaly beg to die, and he denies me. 
Sci. Hence from my Sight, thy Fathet canno: bear 
thee 3 | 
ly with thy Infamy to ſome dark Cell, 
Vhere on the Confines of eternal Night, 
Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguiſh dwell ; 
here ugly Shame hides her opprobrious Head, 
and Death and Hell deteſted Rule maintain; 
there howl out the Remainder of thy Life, 
aud with thy Name may be no more remember'd. 
Cal. Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal Place, 
nc be more curſt than you can wiſh I were ; 
lis fatal Form, that drew on my Undoing, 
ating, and Tears, and Hardſhips ſhall deſtroy; 
W Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know, 
dor aught that may continue hated Life. 
Ihen when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
Peron at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 
v1 that cold Earth I mean ſhall be my Grave, 
©1403 you may relent, and ſighing ſay, 
WH eength her Tears have wait's her Stains away, 
thing len gch'tis tiule her Punihment thould ceaſe; 
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Die thou, poor ſuff'ring Wretch, and be at Peace, 


[Exit. Calif, 


Sci. Who of my Servants wait there? 


Enter two or three Servants. 


On your Lives 
Take care my Doors be guarded well that none 
Paſs out, or enter, but by my Appointment. 


[ Exeunt Servant;, 


Alt. There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction: 
My Father, I am fick of many Sorrows, | 
Ev'n now my eaſy Heart is breaking with 'em, 
Yet, above all, one Fear diſtracts me moſt, 
F tremble at the Vengeance which you meditate, 
On the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Cali/ta. 

Sci. Haſt thou not read what brave Virginius did? 
With his own Hand he flew his only Daughter, 
To fave her from the fierce Decemwir's Luſt. 
He flew her yet —_— to prevent 
The Shame which 

I do? 

But thou haſt ty'd wy Hand. I wo'not kill her; 
Yet by the Ruin the has brought upon us, 
The common Infamy that brands us both, 
She ſha'not ſcape. 

Alt. You mean that ſhe ſhall die then? 

Sci. Aſk me not what, nor how I have reſolv'd, 
For all within is Anarchy and Uproar. 
Oh Altamont ! what a vaſt Scheme of Jo 
Has this one Day deſtroy'd! Well did I hope 
This Daughter would have bleſt my latter "i 
'That I ſhou'd live to ſee you the World's Wonder ; 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you. 
While I, from buſy Life and Care ſet free, 
Had ſpent the Evening of my Age at Home, 
Among a little prattling Race of your's : 
There, like an old Man talk'd a-while, and then 
Lain down and ſlept in Peace. Inſtead of this, 


Sorrow and Shame mult bring me to my Grave; 
Oh damn her, damn her! 
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liſa Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Arm yourſelf, my Lord ; 
Roſſano, who but now eſcap'd the Garden, 
Has gather'd in the Street a Band of Rioters, 
Who threaten you, and all your Friends, with Ruin, 
Unleſs Lotharis be return'd in Safety. 
Scio. By Heav'n, their Fury riſes to my Wiſh, 
Nor ſhall Misfortune know my Houſe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, ſhall pay me, 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curſt with. 
think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, 
As any in the State; all ſhall be ſummon'd: 
| know that all 9 their Hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy Vengeance. Raiſe the Body, - 
And bear it in; his Friends ſhall buy him dearly, 
Iwill have Blood for Ranſom : When our Force 
|; full, and arm'd, we ſhall expect thy Sword, 
To join with us, and ſacrifice to Juſtice, ——— 
| | [Exit Sciolto. 
[The Body of Lothario is carried off by Servants. 


ler; Manet Altamont. 


Alt. There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes, 

\ diſmal, ſullen Stillneſs, that ſucceeds 
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like ſilent Death, 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. 

d, Wou'd it were Death, as ſure 'tis wond'rous like it, 
for Jam ſick of Living, my Soul's pall'd, 
Ne kindles not with Anger or Revenge: 
Love was th' informing, active Fire within, 


ants, 


lid! 


ſhou'd 


, Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
er; And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth. 
you. [4 tumultuous Noiſe with claſhing of Swords 


as at a little Diſtance. 


Enter Lavinia with two Servants, their Swords drawn. 


Lav. Fly, ſwiftly fly, to my Horatio's Aid, 
Nor loſe your vain officious Cares on me ; 

7 bring me my Lord, my Huſband to my Arms; 
le is Lavinia's Life, bring him me fate, 
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And I ſhall be at eaſe, be well and happy. 


[Exeunt Servant. 

Alt. Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb'rous Hand 

Could wrong thy poor, defenceleſs Innocence, 

And leave ſuch Marks of more than ſavage Fury? 
Lav. My Brother! O my Heart is full of Fears; 

Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleeds. 

Not far from hence, as paſling to the Port, 

By a mad Multitude we were ſurrounded, 

Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords, 

And cry'd aloud for Vengeance, and Lotharis. 

My Lord, with ready Boldneſs, ſtood the Shock, 

To ſhelter me from Danger, but in vain, 

Had not a Party from Sciolto's Palace, 

Ruſh'd out and ſnatch'd me from amidſt the Fray. 
Alt. What of my Friend ? 
Lav. Ha! by my Joys, 'tis he, 


[Looking out, 
He lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe! 


Enter Horatio, with tws or three Servants, their 
Swords drawn. 


1 Serv. Twere at the utmoſt Hazard of your Life 
To venture forth again, 'till we are ſtronger ; 
Their Number trebles ours. 
Hor. No matter, let it 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that Traitor. 
My honeſt Soul is mad with Indignation, 
To think her Plainneſs could be ſo abus'd, 
As to miſtake that Wretch and call him Friend ; 
I cannot bear the Sight. 
Alt. Open thou Earth, 
Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark Boſom, 
To hide me from Horatio. 
Hor. Oh Lawina ! 
Believe not but I joy to ſee thee ſafe: 
Wou'd our ill Fortune had not drove us hither ; 
I cou'd ev'n wiſh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any other Shore, than ſay'd on this. 
Lav. Oh, let us bleſs the Mercy that preſerv'd us, 
That gracious Pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
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And put away th' Offences of thy Friend, 
Far, far from thy Remembrance: 
Alt. T have mark'd him, | 
To ſee if one forgiving Glance ſtole hither, 
lf any Spark of Friendſhip were alive, 
That wou'd by Sympathy, at meeting glow; 
And ſtrive to kindle up the Flame anew ; 
Tis loſt, *tis gone, his Soul is quite eſtrang'd, 
And knows me for its Counter-part no more. 
Hor. Thou know'ſt thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatio, 
Nor canſt thou aſk in yain, command in vain, 
Where Nature, Reaſon, nay, where Love is Judge ; 
but when you 2 1 my Temper, to comply 
With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 
Lav. Where didſt thou get this ſullen gloomy Hate? 
lt was not in thy Nature to be thus; 
Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful: 
de gay again; and know the Joys of Friendſhip, 
The Truſt, Security, and mutual Tenderneſs, 
The double Joys, where each is glad fot both ; 
Friendſhip, the Wealth, the laſt Retreat and Strength, 
Xcure againſt ill Fortune, and the World. 
Hor. Fa not apt to take a light Offence, 
but patient of the þ ailings of my Friends, 
And willing to forgive ; but when an Injury 
"tabs to the Heart, and rouſes my Reſentment; 
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature) 
l own [ cannot eaſily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou haſt forgot me. 
Hor. No. 
Alt. Why are thy Eyes 
Iupatient of me then, ſcornful and kerce ! 
Hor. Becauſe they ſpeak the Meaning of my Heart, 
Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a Villain. 
Alt. I have wrong'd thee much, Horatio. 
Hor. True, thou haſt ; 
When | forget it, may I be a Wretch, 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe, perfidious Fellow, 
An intamous, believing; Britiſh Huſband. 
Alt Tye wrong'd thee much; and Heay'n las well 
aveng d it. 
| taye not, ſince we parted, been at Peace, 
C 2 Nor 
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Nor known one Joy ſincere ; our broken Friendfhip 


Purſu'd me to the laſt Retreat of Love. To ma] 
Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold with but in 
Horror. a There! 
Misfortunes on Misfortunes preſs upon me, 1 
Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and daſh me down, Lav. 
Sorrow, Remorſe, and Shame, have torn my Soul, He fain 
They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, My Bro 
And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Year. Here wi. 
Lav. So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, bemoan 
To loſe their Freſhneſs amongſt Bones and Rottenneſs, — 


And have their Odours ſtifled in the Duſt: 1 
Canſt thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio? F My 
Canſt thou behold thy Altamont undone ? my nn 


That gentle, that dear Youth? canſt thou behold him, 3 
His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Viſage, Do th | 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ſtand unmoy'd? 1 ou 
Hor. The Brave and Wile I pity in Misfortune, dee 
But when Ingratitude and Folly ſuffers, 21 
'Tis Weakneſs to be touch'd. : bo 8 1 
Alt. 1 wo'not aſk thee — 2 
To pity or forgive me; but confeſs, Me 4 
This Scorn, this Inſolence of Hate is juſt ; Mak INK: 
Tis Conſtancy of Mind, and manly in thee. W; 5 up 
But oh! had I been —_— by thee, Horatio, 8 1 _ 
There is a yielding Softneſs in my Heart 4 tc 
Cou'd ne'er have ſtood it out, but I had ran, M [ 
With ſtreaming Eyes and open Arms, upon thee, Tr * 
And preſt thee cloſe, cloſe! 1 1 t N 
Hor. I muſt hear no more, Th wry 
The Weakneſs is contagious, I ſhall catch it, 4 rp a | 
And be a tame, fond Wretch. 65 the 
Lav. Where wou'dſt thou go ? k Abel 
Wou' dſt thou part thus? You ſha'not, tis impoſſible; 1 e 0 
For I will bar thy Paſſage, kneeling thus: = 
Perhaps thy cruel Hand may ſpurn me off, W ell ap 
But I will throw my Body in thy Way, Ang . 


And thou ſhalt trample o'er my faithful Boſom, 
Tread on me, wound me, kill me ere thou paſs. We'll f 

Alt. Urge not in vain thy pious Suit, Lavinia, wy 
have enough to rid me of my Pain. 


Caliſta, thou hadſt reach d my Heart before; 
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To make all ſure, my Friend repeats the Blow : 
But in the Grave our Cares ſhall be forgotten, 
"itt WF There Love and Friendſhip ceaſe. [ Falls. 
[Lavinia runs to him, and endeavours to raiſe him. 
Lav. Speak to me, Altamont. 
He faints! he dies! Now turn and ſee thy Triumph ; 
My Brother! but our Cares ſhall end together; 
Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side, 
Bemoan thy too hard Fate, then ſhare it with thee, 
And never ſee my cruel Lord again. 
[Horatio runs ts Altamont, and raiſes him in his Arms, 
Hor. It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont! 
My ſtubborn, unrelenting Heart has kill'd him. 
Look up and bleſs me, tell me that thou liv'ſt. 
Oh! I have urg'd thy Gentleneſs too far; ¶ He revives. 
Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me; 
A Flood of Tenderneſs comes o'er my Soul; 
| cannot ſpeak — I love! forgive! and pity thee, — 
Alt. T thought that nothing could haye ſtay'd my Soul, 
That long ere this her Fight had reach'd the Stars ; 
But thy known Voice has lur'd her back again. 
Methinks I fain wou'd ſet all right with thee, 
Make up this moſt or or Breach, and then, 
With thine and Heav'n's Forgiveneſs on my Soul, 
Shrink to my Grave, and be at Eaſe for ever. 
Hor. By Heay'n, my Heart bleeds for thee ; ey'n this 
Moment, 
| feel thy Pangs of diſappointed Love. 
ls it not pity that this Youth ſhould fail, 
That all bis wond'rous Goodneſs ſhou'd be loſt, 
And the World never know it ? Oh, my Altament ! 
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear em tor thee, 
üble; And ſhelter thee from Ruin. 
, Lav. Oh, my Brother ! 
Think not but we will ſhare in all thy Woes, 
We'll fit all Day, and tell ſad Tales of Love: 
And when we light upon ſome faithleſs Woman, 
dome Beauty, like Caliſta, falſe and fair, 
We'll fix our Grief, and our Complaining there ; 
, We'll curſe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on, 
And mourn the Youth that was like thee yndone. 
Ty [ Exeunt, 
| 23 4 
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L&C v. SCENE L 


A Room bung with Black ; on one Side Lothario'; 
Body on a Bier; on the other, a Table, with a 
Scull and other Bones, a Book and a Lamp on it, 


Caliſta is diſcover'd en a Couch in Black; her Hair 
hanging looſe and diſorder d: After Muſic and a Song, 


ſhe riſes and comes farward. 


„ 
[. 
E AR, you Midnight Phantoms, hear, 
You, who pale and wan appear, | 
And fill the Wretch, who wakes, with Fear. 
You, who wander, ſcream, and groan 
Round the Manſions once your own, 
You, whom ſtill your Crimes upbraid, 
You, who reſt not with the Dead ; 
From the ( overts where you ſtray, 
Mere you lurk, and ſhun the Day, 
From the Charnel and the Tomb, 
Hither haſte ye, hither come. 
| II. | 
Chide Caliſta for Delay, 
Tell her "tis for her, you ſlay ; 
Bid her die, and cone away. 
See the Sexton with his Spade, 


Liſten, Fair One, to thy Knell, 
This Mufic is thy paſſing Bell. 


Cal. Tis well! theſe ſolemn Sounds, this Pomp d 
Horror, | | 

Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul ; 
Here's room for Meditation ev'n to Madneſs, 
Till the Mind burſt with Thinking. This dull Flame 
Sleeps in the Socket. Sure the Book was left 

'To tell me ſomething ; for Inſtruction then 
He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition, 
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And Penitence ; —Is it become an Art then? 

A Trick that lazy, dull, luxurious Gownſmen 

Can teach us to do over? Tl no more on't ; 
[Throwing away the Book. 

[have more real Anguiſh in my Heart, 

Than all their Pedant Diſcipline &'er knew. 

What Charnel has been rifled for theſe Bones? 

Fy! this is Pageantry ; — they look uncoothly. 

But what of that ? if he or ſhe that own'd 'em, 

Safe from Diſquiet ſit, and ſmile to ſee 

The Farce their miſerable Relicts play. 

But here's a Sight as terrible, indeed ; 

Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothario, 

That dear Perfidious — Ah! — how pale he looks! 

How grim with clotted Blood, and thoſe dead Eyes ! 

Aſcend, ye Ghoſts, fantaſtic Forms of Night 

In all your diff*rent dreadful Shapes aſcend 

And match the preſent Horror, if you can. 


Enter Sciolto, 


Sci. This Dead of Night, this ſilent Hour of Darkneſs, 
Nature for Reſt ordain'd, and ſoft Repoſe; 
And yet Diſtraction, and tumultuous Jars, 
Keep all our frighted Citizens awake : 
1he Senate, weak, divided, and irreſolute, 
Want Pow'r to ſuccour the afflicted State. 
Vainly in Words and long Debates they're Wiſe, 
While the fierce Factions ſcorn their peaceful Orders, 
And drown the Voice of Law in Noiſe and Anarchy. 
Amidſt the general Wreck, ſee where ſhe ſtands, 
[Pointing to Caliſta, 
Like Helen, in the Night when Troy was fack'd. 
dpectatreſs of the Miſchief which ſhe made. 
Cal. It is Sciolto ! be thyſelf, my Soul; 
Be ſtrong to bear his fatal Indignation, 
That he may ſee thou art not loſt ſo far, 
But ſomewhat ſtill of his great Spirit lives 
ln the forlorn Califta. 
Sci. Thou wert once 
My Daughter. 
Cal. Happy were it I had dy'd, 
And never loſt that ** 
4 
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Sci. That's ſomething yet, 
Thou wert the very Darling of my Age; 
I thought the Day too ſhort to gaze upon thee, 
That all the Bleſſings I cou'd gather for thee, 
By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heav'n, 
Were little for my Fondneſs to beſtow ; 
Why didft thou turn to Folly then and curſe me? 
Cal. Becauſe my Soul was rudely drawn from your's; 
A poor, imperfect Copy of my Father, | 
Where Goodneſs, and the Strength of manly Virtue, 
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void, | 
Fill'd up with light Belief, and eaſy Fondneſs; 
It was, becauſe I lov'd, and was a Woman. 
Sci. Hadſt thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a 
Cherubim ; 
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long loſt, 
Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more. 
Haſt thou e'er dard to meditate on Death? 
Cal. I haye, as on the End of Shame and Sorrow. 
Sci. Ha! anſwer me! ſay, haſt thou coolly thought, 
Tis not the Stoic's Leſſons got by Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diſſertations, 
That can ſuſtain thee in the Hour of Terror: 
Books haye taught Cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the Trial comes, they ſtart, and ſtand aghaſt; 
Haſt thou confider'd what may happen after it? 
How thy Account may ſtand, and what to anſwer? 
Cal. I've turn'd my Eyes inward upon myſelf, 


Where foul Offence and Shame have laid all waſte ; - 


Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling, 

And longs to find ſome better Place of Reſt. | 
Sci. Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that Spirit 

That dwelt in ancient Latian Breaſts, when Rome 

Was Miſtreſs of the World. I wou'd go on, 

And tell thee all my Purpoſe, but it ſticks 

Here at my Heart, and cannot find a Way. 

Cal. Then ſpare the Telling, if it be a Pain, 

And write the Meaning with your Ponyard here. 


Sci. Oh! truly gueſs'd—fſeeft thou this trembling 
Holding up a Daggel. 
Thrice Juſtice urgd - and thrice the flack'ning Sinews 


Hand — 
Forgot their Office, and confeſs'd the Father 
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At length the ſtubborn Virtue has prevail'd z 
t muſt, it muſt be ſlo — Oh ! take it then, 

[Giving the Dagger. 
And know the reſt untaught. 

Cal. I underſtand you, 
lt is but thus, and both are fatisfy'd. 

[She offers to kill herſelf, Sciolto catches hold 
of her Arm. 

dci. A Moment, give me yet a Moment's ſpace. 

The ſtern, the rigid Judge has been abey'd ; 

Now Nature, and the Father, claim their Turns, 

[ve held the Balance with an Iron Hand, 

And put off ev'ry tender, human Thought, 

To doom my Child to Death ; but ſpare my Eyes 
The moſt unnatural Sight, left their Strings crack, 
ud my old Brain ſplit, and grow mad with Horror. 

Cal. Ha! Is it poſſible? and is there yet 
dome little, dear Remain of Love and Tenderneſs 
for poor, undone Caliſta, in your Heart? 

Sci, Oh! when I think what Pleaſure I took in thee, 
What Joys thou gav'ſt me in thy prattling Infancy, 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty, 
now j have ſtood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 

Then lifted up my Hands, and wond'ring, bleſt thee z 
by my ſtrong Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me, 
could curſe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honour, 
for making me thy Father, and thy Judge ; 
Thou art my Daughter ill. 
Cal. For that kind Word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth ; 
Weep on your Feet, and bleſs you for this Goodneſs ; 
Uh! *tis too much for this offending Wretch, 
This Parricide, that murders with her Crimes, 
ortens her Father's Age, and cuts him off, 
er little more than half his Years be number'd. 
Sci. Wou'd it were otherwiſe—but thou muſt die.— 
Cal. That I mult die! it is my only Comfort; 
Death is the Privilege of human Nature, . 
And Life without it were not worth our takin 
Thither, the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the Mowrner, 
fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens-down. 
Lone then, and take me now to thy cold Arme, . 
| ou 
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Thou meagre Shade ; here let me breathe my laſt, 
Charm'd with my Father's Pity and F I 
More than if Angels tun'd their golden Viols, 
And ſung a Requiem to my parting Soul. 

Sci. Pm ſummon'd hence, ere this my Friends e- 


me; 

There is, I know not what, of ſad Preſage, 

That tells me, I ſhall never ſee thee more; 

Tf it be ſo, this is our laſt Farewel, / 

And theſe the parting Pangs, which Nature feels, | 

When Anguiſh rends the Heart-ſtrings —— Oh! my 
Daugater ! [Exit Sciolto. 

Cal. Now think, thou curſt Caliſta, now behold 

The Diſſolution, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 

Thy Crimes and fatal Folly ſpread around, 

That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head ; N 

Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfect Natures, 

How blind witk Paſſions, and how prone to Evil, 

Makes not too ſtrict Inquiry for Offences, 

But is atton'd by Penitence and Pray'r: 

Cheap Recompence! here 'twou'd not be receiv'd, 

Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, 

And cleanſe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution. 

And ſce another injur'd Wretch is come, 

To call for Juſtice from my tardy Hand. 


Enter Altamont. | 
you, Horrors! hail, thou Houſe of 


Alt. Hail to 
Death! 
And thou, the lovely Miſtreſs of theſe Shades, ; 
Whoſe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darkneſs, 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 
Oh! take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee, 
Pil number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear; 
And when the Fountain of thy Eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for bot. 
Cal. I know thee well, thou art the injur'd Altamont, 
* to urge me with the Wrongs I've done 
thee; 1 
But know I ſtand upon the Brink of Life, 
And in a Moment mean to ſet me free 
From Shame, and thy Upbraiding. 
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Alt. Falſly, falſly 


Doſt thou accuſe me; when did I complain, 

or murmur at my Fate? For thee I have 

Forgot the Temper of Italian Huſbands, 

and Fondneſs has prevail'd upon Revenge; 

[ bore my Load of Infamy with Patience, 

As holy Men do Puniſhments from Heav'n, 

Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee : 
Oh! then forbid me not to mourn thy Loſs, 

To wiſh ſome better Fate had rul'd our Loves, 
And that Caliſta had been mine, and true. 

Cal. Oh, Altamont ! 'tis hard for Souls like mine, 

Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amiſs ; 
But oh! behold my proud, diſdainful Heart, 
Bends to thy gentler Virtue ; yes, I own 

duch is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs, and Love, 
duch are the Graces that adorn thy Youth, 
That were I not abandon'd to DeſtruQion, 
With thee I might have liy'd, for Ages bleſt, 
And dy'd in Peace within thy faithful Arms. 

Alt. Then Happineſs is ſtill within our Reach 
Here let Remembrance loſe our paſt Misfortunes, 
Tear all Records that hold the fatal Story; 

Here let our Joys begin, from hence go on 
In long ſucceſſive Order. 

Cal. What! in Death! 

Alt. Then art thou fix'd to die — But be it ſo, 
We'll go together, my advent'rous Love 
Hall follow thee to thoſe uncertain Beings z 
Whether our lifeleſs Shades are doom'd to wander 
ln gloomy Groves, with diſcontented Ghoſts ; 

Or whether thro? the upper Air we fleet, 
And tread the Fields o 15 ht, ſtill Ill purſue thee, 
Till Fate ordains that we Nall part no more. 

Cal. Oh no! Heav'n has ſome better Lot in Store 
To crown thee with; live, and be happy long; 

Live for ſome Maid that ſhall deſerve thy Goodneſs, 
dome kind unpractis'd Heart, that never yet 
Has liſten'd to the falſe Ones of thy Sex, 
Nor known the Arts of ours ; ſhe ſhall reward thee, 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, 

Charm 
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| If after all 

Charm thee with Sweetneſs, Beauty, and with Truth, MI call you 
Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. Will you! 
Enter Horatio. bg a 

Hor. Now mourn, indeed, ye miſerable Pair, Sci. Alt 
For now the Meaſure of your Woes is full. Thou hail 
Alt. What doſt thou mean, Horatio? Where Li 
Hor. Oh! 'tis dreadful : gut ſure t 
The great, the good Sciolto dies this Moment. And ſmart 
Cal. My Father! Let Silenc 
Alt. That's a deadly Stroke, indeed. And fave 
Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth, And may'! 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden ; As with t] 
heard which way he took, and trait purſu'd him, Cal. Ce 
But found him compaſs'd by Lothario's Faction; And ev'ry 
Almoſt alone, amidſt a Crowd of Foes ! Think not 


Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them back; 

Ere that his frantic Valour had provok'd 

The Death he ſeem'd to wiſh for from their Swords. 
Cal. And doft thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth! 

Doſt thou not labour with my murd'rous Weight? 

And you, ye glitt'ring Heav'nly Hoſt of Stars, 

Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you, Alt. Co 


But pity n 
Thy wond 
We had b. 
And yet n 
Thou art 


For I am all Contagion, Death and Ruin, chan 
And Nature ſickens at me; reſt, thou World, but lovely 
This Parricide ſhall be thy Plague no more; What Hea 
Thus, thus, I ſet thee free. [Stabs herſelf Wat at tha 
Hor. Oh! fatal Raſhneſs! eelted to 
Alt. Thou doſt inſtruct me well; to lengthen Life, MW Sci. Oh 
Is but to trifle now. | ome nea1 
[Altamont offers to kill himſelf ; Horatio preveniſ lo thee, a 

him, and wreſts his Sword from him. ly Fort 

Hor. Ha! what means ind love 1 
The frantic Altamont ? Some Foe to Man, For thou | 
Has breath'd on ev'ry Breaſt contagious Fury, hou that 
And epidemic Madneſs. Jo Virtu« 
Enter Sciolto, pale and bloody, ſupported by Servants: » — 
Cal. Oh, my Heart! | Let Honoi 
Well may'ſt thou fail, for ſee the Spring that fed ind Peace 


Thy vital Stream is waſted, and runs low. 
My Father! will you now at laſt forgive me, 
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Natter all my Crimes, anch all your Suff' rings, 
ruth, Mi call you once again by that dear Name ? 
Will you forget my Shame, and thoſe wide Wounds, 
Lift up your Hand, and bleſs me ere I go 
Down to my dark Abode ? 
dei. Alas! my Daughter! 
Thou halt raſhly ventur'd in a ſtormy Sea, 
Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreck'd and loſt; 
But fure thou'ſt borne thy Part in all the Anguith, 
and ſmarted with the Pain; then reſt in Peace, 
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 
And ſave thee from the Malice of Poſterity ; 
And may'ſt thou find with Heav'n the ſame Forgiveneſs, 
A; with thy Father here. Die, and be happy. 
Cal. Celeſtial Sounds! Peace dawns upon my Soul, 
And ev'ry Pain grows leſs —— Oh! gentle Altamont, 
Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone, 
But pity me Had I but early known 
Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Man, 
We had been happier both-: — Now tis too late, 
And yet my Eyes take Pleaſure to behold thee, 
Thou art their laſt dear Object. Mercy, Heav'n! 
[She dies. 
Alt. Cold! dead, and cold! and yet thou art not 
chaug d, 
But lovely ill Hadſt thou a thouſand Faults, 
Nhat Heart ſo hard, what Virtue ſo ſevere, 
But at that Beauty muſt of Force relented, 
lelted to Pity, Love, and to Forgiveneſs? 
Sci. Oh! turn thee from that fatal Object; Altamont, 
ome near, and let me bleſs thee ere I die. 
o thee, and brave Horatio I bequeath 
ly Fortunes. — Lay me by thy noble Father, 
ind love my Mem'ry as thou haſt done his, 
or thou haſt been my Son. — Oh!] gracious Heay'n! 
hou that haſt endleſs Bleſſings till in ſtore, 
for Virtue, and for filial Piety, 
Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away, 
but multiply thy Mercies on his Head ; 
Let Honour, Greatneſs, Goodneſs, {till be with him, 
ind Peace in all his Ways. [ He dies. 
Alt. 
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Alt. Take, take it all; 

To thee, Horatio, I reſign the Gift, 
While I purſue my Father and my Love, 
And find my only Portion in the Grave. 

Hor. The Storm of Grief bears hard upon his Youth, 
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth. 
Raiſe him, and bear him in. [Altamont is carried sf 
By ſuch Examples are we taught to prove, 

The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love ; 
Death, or ſome worſe Mis fortunes, ſoon divide 
The injur'd Bridegroom from his guilty Bride: 
If you would have the Nuptial Union laſt, 
Let Virtue be the Bond that ties it faſt. 
Exeunt omnes 
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Foken by Mrs. BRA CE GIRD LE, who 
play'd Lavinia. 


Dearly be paid for Breach of good Behaviour, 
ur could ber loving Huſband's Fondneſs ſave her. 
lalian Ladies lead but ſcurvy Lives, 
There's dreadful dealing with eloping Wives; 
Thus "tis, becauſe theſe Huſbands are obey'd 
Force of Laws, which for themſelves they made. 
tb Tales of old Preſcriptions they confine | 


mne. OU ſee the tripping Dame could find no Favour, 5 


The Right of Marriage Rule to their Male Line, 

{nd huff, and domineer, by Right Divine. 

Had we the Pow'r, we'd make the Tyrants know 
Fhat "tis to fail in Duties which they owe ; 

Wd teach the ſaunt'ring Squire, who loves te roam, 
forgetful of his own dear Spouſe at Home, 

s ſnores at Night ſupinely by her Side, 

Twas not for this the nuptial Knot 2s ty d. 

The plodding Petty-fogger, and the Ci, 

lade learn d, at leaſt, this modern I” a» Vit: 

lach ill-bred ſenſeleſs Rogue, the” ner . dull, 

Has 8” Impudence to think his Wife a V.; 

tle ſpends the Night, where merry 1”: ys reſort, 

With joking Clubs and Eighteen-perny Port; 

pile ſhe poor Soul's contented to regale, 

b; a ſad Sea-coal Fire, with Wigs and Ale. 

IWell 


EPILOGUE. 
* 


Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe find Grace, 
And fill an abſent Huſband's empty Place: 

If you wou'd er bring Conſtancy in Faſhion, 
You Men muſt firft begin the Reformation. 
Then ſball the golden Age of Love return, 

No Turtle for her wand'ring Mate ſhall mourn, 
No foreign Charms ſhall cauſe domeſtic Strife, 
But ev'ry married Man ſhall toaſt his Wife ; 
Phillis ſhall not be to the Country ſent, 

For Carnivals in Town to keep a tedious Lent : 
Lampoons ſball ceaſe, and envious Scandal die, 
And all ſhall live in Peace, like my good Man and J. 
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To the Right Honourable 


S1DNEY, Lord GoDoOLPHIN, 


Lord High-Treaſurer of England, and Knight 
of the Maſi Noble Order of the Garter. 


My Loxp, 

F thoſe Cares, in which the Service of a great Queex, 
and the Love of Your Country, have ſo juſtly engag'd 
Your Lordſhip, would allow any Leifure to run back and 
remember thoſe Arts and Studies, which were once the 
Grace and Entertainment of Your Lordſhip's Youth; I 
have Preſumption enough to hope, that this Tragedy 
may, ſome time or other, find an Hour to divert Your 
Lordſhip. Poetry, which was fo venerable to former 
Ages, as in many Places to make a Part of their Religious 
Worſhip,and every where to be had in the higheſt Honour 
and Eſteem, has miſerably languiſh'd and been deſpis'd, for 
want of that Favour and Protection which is found in the 
famous Augu/line Age. Since then, it may be aſſerted, 
without any Partiality to the preſent Time, it never had 
i fairer Proſpect of liſting up its Head, and returning to 
its former Reputation, than now: And the beſt Reaſon 
can be given for it is, that it ſeem, to have a particular 
Hope from, and Dependance upon, Your Lordſhip, and 
to expect all juſt Encouragement, when thoſe Great Men, 
who have the Power to protect it, have fo delicate and 
polite a Tafte and Underſtanding of its true Value. The 
reſtoring and preſerving any Part of Learning, is fo ge- 
netous an Action in itſelf, that it naturally falls into Your 
Lordſhip's Province, ſince every thing that may ſerve to 
improve the Mind, has a Right to the Patronage of fo 
great and univerſal a Genius for Knowledge as Your Lord- 
hip's. It is indeed a Piece of good Fortune, upon which 
| cannot belp 1 the preſent Age, that there 
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Dent 


is ſo great a Man at a Time when there is ſo great an Oe. 
caſion for him. The Diviſions which Your Lordſhip {WM */* ** 
has heal'd, the Temper which You have reſtor'd to our And ba 


Councils, and that indefatigable Care and Diligence which To fl b 
You have us'd in preſerving our Peace at home, are Be. _ 
ome 


nefits ſo virtuouſly and ſo ſeaſonably confert'd upon Your 
Country, as ſhall draw the Praiſes of all wiſe Men, and They ſen 


the Bleſſings of all good Men upon your Lordſhip's Name, Of ants 
And when thoſe unreaſonable Feuds and Animofities, — 5 
1d. 


which keep Faction alive, ſhall be bury'd in ſilence and 
forgotten, that great public Good ſhall be univerſally ac- In ſhort, 
knowledg'd, as the happy Effect of Your Lordſhip's mo! And dan 
equal Temper and right underſtanding. That this glo- But all . 
rious End may very ſuddenly ſucceed to your Lordſhip! And let * 
Candour and generous Endeavours after it, muſt be the Meſtieur 
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TN O Night, in Henour of the marry'd Life, And pay i 
Our Author treats you with a virtuous Wife : 
A Lady, who, for Twenty Years, withſtood 
The preſſing Inflances of Fleſh and Blood; 
Her Hus band, ftill a Man of Senſe reputed, 
(Unleſs this Tale his Wiſdom have confuted, ) 


| bumble Servant, 
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PROLOGUE. 


Left ber at ripe Eighteen, to ſeek Renown, 
And battle for a Harlet at Troy Town 
To fill bis Place, freſh Lovers came in Shoals. 
Much ſuch as now=-a-days are Cu pid's Tools, | 
game Men of Wit, but the moſi part were Fiols. 
They ſent her Billet-doux, and Preſents many, 
Of antient Tea and Thericlean China ; 
Rail'd at the Goats, toafted her o'er and ver, 
Dreſs'd at Her, danc'd, and fought, and figh'd, and favore ; 
In ſhort,” did all that Men could do to hade her, 
And damn themſelves ta get into her Fawour ; 
Put all in vain the virtuous Dame ſload Buff, 
And let em know that ſhe was Coxcomb Proof”, 
Meſſieurs the Beaux, what think you of the Matter ? 
Don't you believe old Homer giv/n to flatter ? 
hen you approach, and preſſing the ſoft hand, 
Favours, with well-bred Impudence, demand, | 
ls it in Woman's Weakneſs to withſtand ? 
* to be vain, and give the Sex their Due; 
Our Engliſh Wiwes ſball prove this Story true: 
e bave our chaſte Penelopes, who mourn 
Their Widow'd Beds, and wait their Lords Return ; 
We have our heroes too, who bravely bear, 
Far from their Home, the dangers of the War ; 
Ibo careleſs of the Winter Seaſon's Rage, 
Netw Toils explore, and new Cares engage; 
From Realm to Realm their Chief unweary goes, 
And reflleſs journies on, to give the World Repoſe, 
duch are the con/lant 3 of the Sun, 
Whoſe active glorious Courſe is never done; 
And tho, when hence he parts, with us tis Night, 
Hill he goes on, and lends to other Worlds his Light. 
Je beauteous Nymphs, with open Arms prepare 
To meet the Warriors, and reward their Care ; 
May you for ever kind and faithful prove, 
And pay their Days of toil with Nights of Love. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ- 
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ed for ſume time under the Name > Mr. Bettertor, 

of Aibon, 
Eurymachus, King of Samos, Mr. YVerbrugges. 
2 Neighbouring Princes, Mr. . 
7 koon, * hr Mr. Knap. 

Pretenders to the 

Agen.or, Queen Mr. Weller. ME 
Eobialles, l Mr. Freeman. Ur 
2 Son to Uly/es and Pene- 1 cl . 

bm 55 orn of U 
Antinous, a Nobleman of Ithaca, ſe- Mr. Huſbands, For tis th 

cretly in Love with the Queen, To think 
leon, N Reidads to An Mr. Dickens. 7 — 
Arcas, | f Mr. Cory. ad call f. 
Mentor, Tutor to Telemachus, Mr. Bowman. Moms A 
Eumaeus, an old Servant, and faithful to es. * wiſdo 


Ceraunus, a Samian Officer belonging to Eurymachas. hat thou 
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Enter Telemachus and Mentor. 


f TELEMACHUS. 
MENTOR Urge no more my royal Birth, 
JY Urge not the Honours of my Race divine, 
Call not to my Remembrance what I am, 
Born of Ulyſſes, and detiv'd from Joe: 
For 'tis the Curſe of mighty Minds oppreſt, 
Tothink what their State is, and what it ſhou'd be ; 
Impatient of their Lot, they reaſon fiercely, 
ind call the Laws of Providence unequal. [ledge, 
Ment. And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous Knows» - 
nd wiſdom early planted in thy Soul ; 
hat thou might'ſt know to rule the fiery Paſſions, 
0 bind their Rage, and ftay their headlong Courſe, 
0 bear with Accidents, and ev'ry Change 
Vt various Life, to ſtruggle with Adverſity, 
0 wait the Leiſure of the righteous Gods, 
ll they, in their own good appointed Hour, 
Nall bid thy better Days come forth at once, 
long and ſhining Train; till thou well pleas'd 
halt bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and own the Gods ate juſt 
Te!. Thou prudent Guide, and Father of my Youth, 
orgive my Tranſports, if I ſeem to loſe 
the Rev'rence to thy ſacred Precepts due; 
a juſt Rage and honeſt Indignation. 
en Years ran round ere Troy was doom'd to fall, 
en tedious Summers and ten Winters more 
turns have chang'd the Seaſons ſince it fell, 
A4 | And 
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And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's Abſence, 
As if the Grecian Arms had ne'er prevail'd, 

But Jove and Hector ſtil] maintain'd the War. 

Men. Tho' abſent, yet if Oracles are true, 

He lives and ſhall return. — Where'er he wanders, 
Purſu'd by hoſtile Trojan Gods, in Peril 

Of the waſte Deſert or the foamy Deep, 

Or Nations wild as both, yet Courage, Wiſdom, 
And Pallas, Guardian of his Arms, is with him. 
Tel. And oh ! to what does the Gods Care reſerve him 
Where is the Triumph ſhall go forth to meet him ? 
What Pæon ſhall be ſung to bleſs his Labours ? 
What Voice of Joy ſhall cry, Hail King of Itbaca ? 
Riot and Wrong, and woeful Deſolation, 

Spread o'er the wretched Land, ſhall blaſt his Eyes, 
And make him curſe the Day of his Return. | 
Ment. Your Gueſt, the Stranger Ahou, 


Enter Æthon. 


Tel. By my Life, 

And by the Great Ulyſſes, truly welcome; 

Oh thou moſt worthy Ahox, that thou wert 

In Youth Companion of my Father's Arms, 

And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve thee 

To ſee the Honour of his Royal Name 

Deſpis'd and ſet at nought ? his State o'er-run, 
evour'd and parcel d out by Slaves fo vile, 

That if oppos'd to him 'twould make Compariſon 

Abſurd and monſtrous ſeem, as if to mate 

A Mole-hill with Olympus ? 

Athon. He was thy Friend, 

Tthink I knew him; and to do him right, 

He was a Man indeed Nat as thefe are, 

A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs ; 

But boldly juſt, and more like what Man ſhou'd be. 


darken, ; 
From Ev'ning till the Morning dawns again, 
Lewdnels, Confuſion, Inſolence, and Uproar, 


Are all the Bus'neſs of their guilty Hours ; 
The Cries of Maids enforc'd, the Roar of Drunkards, | 


Mixt 


Tel. From Morn 'till Noon, from Noon 'till the Shade: 
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Mixt with the Braying of the Minftrels Noiſe 

Who miniſters to Mirth, ring thro' the Palace, 

And echo to the Arch of Heav'n their Crimes. 

Behold ! ye Gods, who judge betwixt your Creatures! 
Behold the Rivals of the great Ces! 

Men. Doubt not but all their Crimes, and all thy 
Are judg'd by Nemeſis and equal Fove ; [Wrongs. 
Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll ſecure, 

This is their Day, — but there is one behind 
for Vengeance and Ces. 
Athon. Till that Day, . 
That Day of Recompence and righteous Juftice, 
Learn thou my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts ; 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes, thou want'ſt the Pow'r to puniſh ; 
le eaſy, affable, familiar, friendly, 
Search, and know all Mankind's myſterious Ways, 
But truſt the Secret of thy Soul to none; 
believe me, feventy Years, and all the Sorraws 
That ſeventy Years bring with 'em, have thus taught me, 
Thus only, to be fafe in ſuch a World as this 1s, 


Enter Antinous. 


Anti. Hail to thee, Prince; thou Son of great , 
O03:pring of Gods, moſt worthy of thy Race; 
May ev'ry Day like this be happy to thee, 
Fruition and Succeſs attend thy Wiſhes, 
And everlaſting Glory crown thy Youth ! 
Tel. Thou greet'ſt me like a Friend — Come near 
Antinous ; 
May I believe that Omen of my Happineſs, 
that Toy which dances in thy chearful Eyes! 
Ur doſt thou, for thou know'lt my fond, fond Heart, 
Volt thou beiray me to deceitful Hopes, 
And ſooth me like an Infant, with a Tale 
Of ſome Felicity, ſome dear Delight, 
Which thou did'ſt never purpoſe to beſtow? 
Anti. By Cytherea's Altar and her Doves, 
Dy all the gentle Fires that burn before her, 
[have the kindeſt Sounds to bleſs your Ear with, 
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Nay, and the trueſt too, I'll ſwear I think, 
That ever Love and Innocence inſpir'd. 
Tel. Ha! from Semanthe ? 
Anti, From the fair Semantbe, 
The gentle, the forgiving — 
Tel. Soft, my Antinous,» .... 
Keep the dear Secret ſaſe; Wiſdom and Age 
Reaſon perverſely when they judge of Love, 
A Bus'neſs of a Moment call me hence, 
That ended I'll attend the Queen; till then, 
Mentor the noble Stranger is thy Care. 


Fly with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred Privacy, 


[To Ment 


[To Ant, 
There charm my Senſes with Semanthe's Accents, 
There pour thy Balm into my Love fick Soul, 
And heal my Cares for ever. [Exeunt Tel. and Ant, 
Athon. This ſmooth Speaker, 
This ſupple Courtier is in Favour with you. 
Mark'd you the Prince ? how at this Man's Approach 
The Fierceneſs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declia'd ; 
His changing Viſage wore a Form more gentle, 
And ev'ry Feature took a ſofter urn; 
As if his Soul bent on ſome new Empioyment, 
Of diff rent Purpoſe from the Thought before, 
Had ſummon'd other Counſels, other Paſſions, 
And dreſt her in a gay fantaſtic Garb 
Fit for th' Adventure which the meant to prove. 
By 7ove, I lik'd it not — 
Ment. The Prince, whoſe Temper 
Is open as the Day, and unſuſpecting. 
Eſteems him as devoted to his Service, 
Wiſe, brave, and juſt : and ſince his late Return 
From Neffor's Court at Pyle, he ſtill has held him 
In more eſpecial Nearneſs to his Heart. 
Athon.” Tis raſh, and favours of unwary Youth-: 
Tell him he truſts too far — If I miſtook not, 
You ſaid he was a Waoer. - 
F Ment. True, he was; 
Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of the Patriot's Name and Peoples Praiſe, 
By Gifts, by friendly Offices and Eloquence, 
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He won the Herd of 1thacans to think him 
Ev'n worthy to ſupply his Maſter's Place. 

Athon. Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful thaca ! 
But Mentor ! ſay, the Queen ! Cou'd ſhe forget 
The DifPrence 'twixt Ulz//es and his Slave? 

Did not her Soul reſent the Violation, 
And, ſpight of all the Wrongs ſhe labour'd under, 
Daſh his Ambition and preſumptuous Love ? 

Ment.Still great and royal in the worſt of Fortunes, 

With native Pow'r and Majeſty array'd, 

She aw'd this raſh Ixion with her Frown; 

Taught him to bend his abje& Head to Earth, 
And own his humbler Lot — He ſtood rebuk'd, 
And full of guilty Sorrow for the paſt, 

Vow'd to repeat the daring Crimeno more, 

But with Humility and loyal Service 

To purge his Fame, and walh the Stains away. 

Athen: Deceit and Artifice ! the Turn's too ſudden ; | 
Habitual Evils ſeldom change ſo ſoon, 

But many Days muſt paſs, and many Sorrows, 

Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh mult be telt, 

To curb Deſire, to break the ſtubborn Will, 

And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 

bre Virtue can reſume the Place the loſt ; 

Tis elſe Diſſimulation— But no more, 

The ruffling Train of Suiters are at hand. 

Thoſe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire; 

11s well the Gods are mild, when theſe dare hope 

:0 merit their beſt Gifts by Riot and Injuſtice. 

Enter Polydamas, A genor, Thoon, Ephialtes and * 

Attendants, . | 


Poly. Our Souls are out of Tune, we languiſh all, 
Nor does the ſweet returning of the Dawn 
Chear with its uſual Mirth our drowzy Spitits, 
That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden Night. 
Age. Can we, who ſwear we love, {mileor be gay, 
When our fair Queen, the Goddeſs of our Vows, 
de that adorns our Mirth and gilds our Day, 
Wichholds the Beams that only can revjve us? 
Theor, Night muſt involve the World *till ſhe appꝛar, 
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The Flow'rs in painted Meadows hang their Heads, 
The Birds awake not to their Morning Songs, 

Nor eatly Hinds renew their conftant Labour ; 

Ev'n Nature ſeems to flumber till her Call, 
Regardleſs of th' Approach of any other Day, 

Ephi. Why is ſhe then withheld, this public Good ? 
Why does the give thofe Hours that ſhould rejoice us 
To Tears, Perverſeneſs, and to ſullen Privacy; 
While vainly here we wafte our luſty Youth, 

In ExpeQation of th' uncertain Bleſfing ? 

Poly. For twice two Years this coy, this cruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croft em with Delays ; 
At length the female Artifice is plain, 

The Riddle of her myſtic Web is known, 
Which ere her ſecond Choice the ſwore to weave ; 
While ſtill the ſecret Malice of the Night 

Undid the Labours of the former Day. 

Aee. Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotic Rule, 
And ev'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain ; 

Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Bacchus the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures, 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake, 

Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes' tuneful Shell; | 
Let Wine and Muſic join to ſwell the Triumph, 
To ſooth uneaſy Thought, and lull Deſire. 

Athon, Is this the Revy'rence due to ſacred Beauty, 
Or theſe the Rites the Cyprian Goddeſs claims? 
Theſe rude licentious Orgies are for Satyr, 

And ſuch the drunken Homage which they pay 
To old Silenus nodding on his Afs. | 
But be it as it may ; it fpeaks you well. 

Ef bi. What ſays the Slave? 

Thoon. Oh ! 'tis the Snarler Z#thon, 

A piivileg'd Talker Give him leave to rail; 
Or ſend for {rus forth, his fellow Droll, 
And let 'em play a Match of Mirth before us. 


And Laughter be the Prize to crown the Viator. tet? 
Athon. And doft thou anſwer to Reptoof with Laugh- 


But do fo ſtill, and be what thou wert born; 
Stick to thy native Senſe, and ſcorn Inſtruction. 
Oh Folly ! What an Empire haſt thou here! 


What Temples ſhall be rais'd to thee ! What 3 
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Of ſlav'ting, hooting, ſenſeleſs, ſhameful Idiots. 
Shall worſhip at thy ignominious Altars, 
While Princes are thy Prieſts ! 
Poly. Why ſhould'ſt thou think, 
Oerweening, Inſolent, unmanner'd Slave, 
That Wiſdom does forſake the Wealth, the Honours, 
And full Proſperity of Princes Courts, 
To dwell with Rags and Wretchedneſs like thine ? 
Why doſt thou call him Fool ! 
Athon. Speech is more free, 
tis Joe's Gift to all Mankind in common. 
Why doft thou call me poor, and think me wretched ? 
Poly. Becaule thou art fo. « 
Athon, Anſwer to thyſelf, 
And let it ſerve for thee and for thy Friend. 
Age. He talks like Oracles, obſcure and ſhort. 
Alen wou'd be underſtood, but Apprehenſion 
Is not thy Talent — Midnight Surfeits, Wine, 
And painful undigeſied Morning Fumes, | 
Have marr'd thy Underſtanding. 
Ephi. Hence, thou Miſcreant ! |; 
My Lords, this Ratler is not to be borne. [Grievanc 
Aithon. And wherefore art thou borne, thou public, 
Thou Tyrant, born to be a Nation's Puniſhment ; 
To ſcourge thy guilty Subjects for their Crimes, 
And prove Heav'n's ſharpeſt Vengeance? 
Ephi. Spurn him hence, 
And tear the rude unhallow'd Railer's Tongue 
Forth from his Throat. 
then. If brutal Violence 
And Luſt of foul Revenge ſhould urge thee on, 
opight of the Queen and hoſpitable Jove, 
Topprels a Stranger, ſingle and unarm'd, 
Yet mark me well, I was not born thy Vaſſal ; 
And wert thou ten times greater than thou art, 
And ten times more a King, thus wou'd I meet thee, 
Thus naked as I am, I wou'd oppoſe thee, 
And fight a Woman's Battle with my Hands, 
Ere thou ſhouldſt do me Wrong, and go unpuniſh'd: 
Epbi. Ha! doſt thou brave me, Dog? 
[Coming up to ÆEthon. 
Than, Avaunt ! 
Poly, 
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Poly. Begone ! 


Enter Eurymachus. 


Eury. What Daughter of old Chass and the Night, 
What Fury loiters yet behind the Shades, 
To vex the peaceful Morn with Rage and Uproar! 
Each frowning Viſage doubly dy'd with Wrath. 
Your Voices in tumultuous Clamours rais'd, 
Venting Reproach, and ſtirring ſtrong Contention, 
Say you have been at variance—Speak,. ye Princes, 
Whence grew th' Occaſion ? 
Athon. King of Samos, hear me. 
To thee, as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majeſty and Right divine of Pow'r, 
Boldly J dare appeal—This King of Seriphos, 
Pointing 10 Ephialtes, 
This Iſland Lord, this Monarch of a Rock, 
He and his Fellow Princes there yon' Band 
Of eating, drinking Lovers, bave in {corn 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers ſacred Privilege, 
Offer'd me foul Offence. and moſt unmanly Injuries. 
Eury, Away l it is too much—You wrong yourHonours, 
[To the I ober. 
And ſtain the Luſtre of your royal Names, 
To brawl and wrangle with a Thing beneath you; 
Are we not Chief on Earth, and plac'd aloft ? 
And when we poorly ſtoop to mean Revenge, 
We ſtand debas'd and level with the Slave 
Who fondly dares us with his vain Defiance. 
Ephi. Henceforward let the ribald Railer learn + 
To curb the lawleſs Licence of his Speech; 
Let him be dumb, we wo'not brook his Prating. - 
t Eury.Go to! You are too bitter--But no more ;{To/Eih, 
Let ev'ry jarring Sound of Diſcord ceale, 
Tune all your Thoughts and Words to Beauty's Praile, 
To Beauty, that with ſweet and pleaſant Influence 
Breaks like the Day-ſtar from the chearful Eaſt. 
For fee where circled with a Crowd of Fair Ones, 
Freſh as the Spring, and fragrant as its Flow'rs, 
Your Queen appears, your Goddeſs, your ue he. 
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ULYSSES. 


Enter the Queen with Ladies, and other Attendants. 


Diana thus on Cynthus' ſhady Top, 

Or by Eurotas' Stream leads to the Chace 

Her Virgin Train; a thouſand lovely Nymphs 
Of Form celeſtial all, troop by her Side; 
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Amidſt a thouſand Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands confeſt, 


In Beauty, Majeſty, and Port divine, 
dupteme and eminent. 

Queen. If theſe ſweet Sounds, 
This humble fawning Phraſe, this faithleſs Flattery, 
| theſe known Arts cou'd heal my wounded Soul, 
Cou'd recompence the Sorrows of my Days, . 
Or ſooth the Sighings of my lonely Nights ;. 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your Wiſhes, 
And win my Heart with your fond Tales of Love: 
But fince whate'er I've ſuffer'd for my Lord, 
From. Troy, the Winds and Seas, the Gods and you, 
deeply writ within my ſad Remembrance, 
know, Princes, all your Eloquence is vain. 


Age. If thoſe bright Eyes that waſte their Lights with 


weeping 
Vou'd kindly ſhine upon Agenor's Hopes; 
tehold he ofters to his charming Queen 
His Crown, his Life, his ever faithful Vows, 
What Joys ſoe er, or Love or Empire yield, 
Lo bleſs her future Days, and make em happy all. 


Po/y. Accept my Crown, and Reign with me in Delos. 
Thoon, Mine, and the Homage of my People wait you. 


Epi. I cannor court you with a ſilken Tale, 
\ith eaſy ambling Speeches, fram'd on Purpoſe, 
Made to be ſpoke in Tune — But be my Queen, 
And leave my plain-ſpoke Love to prove its Merit. 


Lueen. And am I yet to learn your Love, your Faith ? 


ate not my Wrongs gone up to Heav'n againſt you? 
Jo they not ſtand before the Throne of 7ove ; 
And call inceſſant on his tardy Vengeance? 


hat Sun has ſhone that has not ſeen your Inſolence, - 


!our waſteful Riot, and your Impious Mirth, . 

our Scorn of old Laertes' feeble Age, 

Amy Son's Youth, and of my Woman's Weakneſs 
«a in my Palace, here, my lateſt Refuge, 


(For 
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(For you are Lords of all beſides in Ih. 
With Rufhan Violence and mutd'rous Rage 
You menace the Defenceleſs and the Stranger; 
And from the unhoſpitable Dwelling drive 
Safety and friendly Peace. 
Etbon. For me it matters not; 
Wrong is the Portion ſtill of feeble Age; 
My toilſome Length of Days, full oft has taught me 
What tis to ſtruggle with the Proud and Powerful; 
But tis for thy unhappy Fate, fait Queen, 
"15 to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, 
Tranſcendent both, worthy the Gods who gave em, 
And worthy of their Care, to fee em left, 
Abandon'd and forſaken to rude Outrage, 
And made a Prize for Drunkards ; *tis tor this 
My Soul takes Fire within, and vainly urges 
My cold enervate Hand t'afſert thy Cauſe 
Yuen. Alas! they ſcorn the Weakneſs of thy Age, 
As of my Sex— But mark me well, ye Princes ! 
W ho'er amongſt you dares to lift his Hand 
Againſt the hoary Head of this old Man, 
This good old Man, this Friend of my Ulyſſes, 
Him will I hold my worſt, my deadleſs Foe, 
Him ſhall my Curſes and my Revenge purſue, . 
And mark him from the reſt with moſt diſtioguiſh'd 
Hatred. | 
Ephi. T hat you are weak, defenceleſs and oppreſt, 
Impute not to the Gods; they have betriended you, 
With laviſh Hands they ſpread their Gifts before you, 
What Pride, Revenge, what wanton Love of Change, 
Or Woman's Wiſh can ask, behold, we offer you. 
Curſe the Perverſeneſs of your ſtubborn Will then, 


That has delay'd your Choice, and in that Choice your: 


Happineſs. 

Juen. And mult I hear this ſtill, and ill endure it; 
Oh Rage ! Diſhonour ! wretched, helpleſs Queen ! 
Return, return my Hero, my Uly/es : 

Bring him again, ye cruel Seas and Winds, 
Troy and adultrous Paris are no more z 

Reſtore him then, ye righteous Gods of Greece, 
T'avenge himſelf and me upon theſe Tyrants, 
And do a ſecond Juſtice here at home, 
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Eury. Amongſt the mighty Manes of the Greeks, 
Great Names, and fam'd for higheſt Deeds in War, 
His honour'd Shade reits from the Toils of Life 
n everlaſting Indolence and Eaſe, 
Careleſs of all your Pray'rs and vain Complainings, 
Which the Winds bear away, and ſcatter in their Wan- 
tonneſs. 
e Turn thoſe bright Eyes, then, from Deſpair and Death, 
And fix your better Hopes among the Living. 
Fix em on One, who dares, who can defend you, 
One worthy of your Choice. | 
n, Qucen. If my free Soul 
Mult ſtoop to this unequal hard Condition, 
muſt make this ſecond hated Choice, 
Ye by Connubial Fang here I ſwear, 
None ſhall ſucceed my Lord, but that brave Man 
That dares avenge me well upon the reft. 
„ Then let who ever dares to Love be bold, 
be, like my former Hero, made for War, 
Able to bend the Bow, and toſs the Spear; 
For eviry Wrong his injur'd Queen has found, 
Let him revenge and play it with a Wound ; 
Fierce from the Slaughter let the Victor come, 
And tell me that my Foes have met their Doom ; 
Then plight his Faith upon his Bloody Sword, 
\nd be what my es was, my beſt, my deareft Lord. 
[Exeunt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants ; Eurymachus, 
Ephialtes, Agenor, Thoon, and Polydamas following. 


Manet KÆEthon. 


Atbon. O matchleſs Proof of Faith and Love unchang'd ! 
Left in the Pride, the wiſhing Warmth of Youth, 
for ten long Years, and ten long Years to that, 
and yet ſo true ! Beſet with ſtrong Allurements, 
Wich Youth, proud Pomp, and ſo!t bewitching Pleaſure, 
Tis wonderful ! and Wives in later Times 
Hall think it all the Forgery of Wit, 
Fable curiouſly contriv'd t'upbraid 
Their fickle eaſy Faich, and mock them for their Light- 
neſs. 
but ſee the Samian King returns. 


Fater 
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Enter Eurymachus. 


Eury. I ſought you a 
Amidſt the Crowd of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to Funs's Temple. 
ibon. When I worſhip, 
And bow myſelf before the awful Gods, 
I mingle not with thoſe who ſcorn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, looſe, voluptuous Crowds, 
Who take the Gods for Glutiogs like themſelves. 
Eury. This ſullen Garb, this moody Diſcontent, 
Sits on thee well, and I applaud thy Anger 
Thy juſt Diſdain of this licentious Rout : 
Yet all are not like theſe ; nor ought thy Quarrel. 
Be carry'd on to all Mankind in common. 


hon. Perhaps the untaught Plainneſs of my Words 


May make you think my Manners rude and ſavage : 
But know my Country is the Land of Liberty ; 
Pheacia's happy Iſle, that gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to ſpeak plain and truly ; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly honeſt, 
Upright in Deed, tho' fimple in our Speech, 
As meaning not to flatter, or offend ; 
The Uſe of Words we have, but not the Art, 
And ev'n as Nature dictates ſo we ſpeak. 
Eury. Now by great Juno, Guardian of our Samos, 
In ſtrong Deſcription haſt thou well eapreſt 
That manly Virtue | wou'd make a Friend of. 
Nor thou, brave A#2hon, ſhalt diſdain our Amity, 
Our proffer'd Love ; for know that Kings, like Gods, 
With all things good adorn their own Creation, 
And where their Favour fixes, there is Happineſs. 
Athon. Yes, Sir, you are a King, a great one too; 
My humbler Birth has caſt me far beneath you, 
And made me for the proffer'd Grace unfit; 
Friendſhip delights in equal Fellowſhip, 
Where Parity of Rank and mutual Offices 
Engage both Sides alike, and keep the Balance ev'n. 
"Tis irkſome to a gen'rous grateful Soul, 
To be oppreſt beneath a Load of Favours, 
Still to receive, and run in Debt to Friendſhip, 
Without the Pow'r of paying ſomething back. 
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Fury I know thee grateſul; juſt and gen'rous Minds 
ire always ſo; nor is thy Pow'r ſo ſcanty 
But that it may vie with a King's Munificence, 
lay make me large Amends for all my Bounty, 
lay bleſs me with a Benefit I want, 
id give me that which my Soul moſt deſires ; 
[he Queen , 
Tiben. How, Sit, the Queen? 
Fury. The beauteous Queen! 
kat Summer Sun in full Meridian Glory, 
ighter than the faint Promiſe of the Spring, 
Vih Bleſſings ripen'd to the Gatherer's Hand, 
ature for Joy, and in Perfection lovely; 
'n ſhe! 
he Pride of Grecce, the Wiſh of youthful Princes, 
vere, and Cold, and Rigid, as ſhe is, 
voks gently on thee, Athon, ſhe beholds thee 
Vith kind Regard, and liſtens to thy Counſels. 
Atbon. Be ftill thou beating Heart! [Hide] Well, — 4 


o on. it, 
u. No more, there needs no more; thy piercing 
read it in thy Eyes, bath found my Purpoſe. 
e favourable then, be friendly to me; 
ay Il conjure thee, by my Hopes, by thine, 
Whether they follow Wealth, or Pow'r, or Fame, 
Jr what Defires ſoe er warm thy old Breaſt, 
ounſel me, aid me, teach me, be my Friend. 
X1hon. Suppoſe me ſuch, What ſhou'd my Friendſhip 
profit you ? | 
Eury. O by ten thouſand Ways has not that Age 
hat turn'd thy rev'rend Locks of Silver white, 
n it not giv'n thee Skill in Womankind, 
gacious Wiſdom to explore their Subtleties, 
heir coy Averſions, and their eager A ppetites, 
heir falſe Denials, and their Secret Yieldings ? 
et more thy Friendſhip with her former Lord, 
ves thee a Right to ſpeak, and be believ'd. 
Eibon. Then you wou'd have me wooe her for you, win 
her ; 
bis Queen, this Wife of him that was my Friend? 
bur. Thou ſpeak'ſt me well; of him that was thy Friend: 
Death has broke thoſe Bonds of Love and F Cy 
n 
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And left me free and worthy to ſucceed 
Both in her Heart, and thine. 
Athon. Excuſe me, Sir, 
Nor think I meant to queſtion your high Worth, 
I am but ill at Praiſing, or my Tongue 
Had ſpoke the great Things that my Heart thinks of you, 
Suppoſe me wholly your's — Yet do you hold 
This Sov'reign Beauty made of fuch light Stuff, 
So like the common Changelings of her Sex, 

That he that flatter'd, figh'd, and ſpoke her fair, 
Cou'd win her from her flubborn Reſolution 
And chaſte Referv'dnefs, with his ſweet Perſuaſion ? [queſt 

Eury. No, were ſhe form'd like them, ſhe were a Con- 
Beneath a Monarch's Love, or Atbon's Wit. 

Not but I think, ſhe has her warmer Wiſhes ; 
Twere monſtrous elſe, and Nature had deny'd 
Her choiceft Bleſſing to her faireſt Creature; 
Her ſoft Deſires that ſteal abroad unſeen, 
Like Silver Cynthia ſliding from her Orb, 

At dead of Night to young Endymion's Arms. 

tb. How ! think you ſo? But ſo tis true it may be, 
The beſt of all the Sex is but a Woman, 

And why ſhou'd Natnre break her Rule for One? 
To make One true, when all the reſt are falſe ? 
To find thoſe Wiſhes then, thoſe fond Defires, 
To trace the fulſom Haunts of wanton Appetite, 
She mult be try'd. 

Eury. That to thy Care, my A*thon, 

Thy Wit and watchful Friendſhip I commend. 

LEthon. Yes, Sir, be certain on't, ſhe ſhall be try'd ; 
Thro' all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, 
Thro' all her Joys, E Sorrows and her . 

Thro' all her Truth and Falſhood ['}| purſue her. 
She ſhall be ſubtler than Deceit itſelf, 
And proſp'rouſly wicked if, the ſcape me. 

Eury. Thou art my Genius, and my happier Hours 

Depend upen thy Providence and Rule. 

This Day, at her Return from Funo's Altar, 

I have obtain'd an Hour of private Conference. [| vou!, 
iben. What! private, ſaid you! Twas a Mark of Fr 

Diſtinguiſhly kind, | 
Eury. Somewhat I urg'd 
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That much concern'd her Honour, and her Safety, 

Nay ev'n the Life of her belov'd Telemachus, 

Which to her Ear alone I wou'd diſcloſe : 

Thou ſhalt be preſent — How I mean to prove her, 

Which way to ſhake the "Temper of her ſoul, 

and where thy Aid may fland me moſt in Read, 

| will inſtruct thee as we pals along. 

Athon. ] wait you, Sir. 
Eury. Nor doubt of the Succeſs, 

This ſtubborn Beauty ſhall be taught Compliance. 

fait Daughter of the Ocean, ſmiling Venus, 

Thou Joy of Gods and Men, aſſiſt my Purpoſe; 

Thy Cyprus and Cythera leave awhile, | 

Thy Paphian Groves and ſweet Idalian Hill, | 

To fix thy Empire in this rugg'd Iſle ; 

bring all thy Fires frpm every Lover there, 

To warm this coy, this cruel frozen Fair. 

Let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, | 

But learn Obedience to thy great Decree, | 

vince Gods themſelves ſubmit to Fate and Thee. 
{[Exeunt. 


— — — 
—— + — — — 


A CESS © EB MRS. 
Enter Antinous, Cleon end Arcas. 


ANTINOUS. 


TIs thus, my Fellow Citizens and Friends, 
'Tis thus unhappy /:haca muſt groan 
Beneath the Bondage of a foreign Lord; 
A needy upſtart Race of hungry Strange ts 
Shall ſwarm upon the Land, eat its Increaſe, 
Devour the Labours of the toiling Hind, 
And gather all the Wealth and Honours of our Ifle. 
Cle. The ſilken Minions of the Samian Court, 
To lord it o'er the Province ſhall be ſent, 
To rule the State, to be the Chiefsin War, 
And lead our hardy Ithacans to Battle. 
Freedom and Right ſhall ceaſe ; our Corn, Wine, * 
© 
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The Fatneſs of the Year, ſhall all be theirs ; 
Our modeſt Matrons, and our Virgin Daughters, 
Ev'n all we hold moſt dear, ſhall be the Spoil, 
The Prey of our imperious haughty Maſters, 

Ar. Wou'd I cou'd ſay I did not fear theſe Evils ? 

Anti. O honeſt Arcas, 'tis too plain a Danger. 

The Queen, requir'd by public Voice to wed, 
Toend at once the Hopes and riotous Concourſe 
Of princely Gueſts, contending for her Love, 
O'er paſling all the nobleſt of our Iſle, 

Inclines to fix her Choice on proud Eurymachus . 

Cle. Why rides the Samian Fleet within our Harbour, 
But to ſupport their Tyrant's Title here ? 
With Cauſes feign'd they linger long, pretending 
Rude Winter Seas, with Omens that forbid 
The frighted Mariner to leave the Shore ; 
While Neptune ſmooths his Waters for their Paſſage, 
And gently whiſtling Winds invite their Sails, 
As if they wiſh'd to waft them back to Samos. 

Ar. Uiyſſes is no more ; the partial Gods, 
Who favour'd Priam and his hapleſs Race, 
Have pour'd their Wrath on his devoted Head, 
And now in ſome far diſtant Realm, expos'd 
To glut the Vulture's and the Lion's Maw, 
Or in the 00zy Bottom of the Deep, 
Full many a Fathom down, the Hers lies, 
And never ſhall return— What then remains, 
But that our Country fly to thee for Succour, 
| [To Antinous 
To thee, the nobleſt of the Lords of 1thaca ? 
And fince, ſo Fate ordains, our Queen muſt wed, 
Be thou her ſecond Choice, be thou our Ruler, 
And fave our Nation from a foreign Yoke. 

Anti. You are my Friends, and over rate my Worth 
But witneſs for me, for you ſtill have known me, 
When e'er my Country's Service calls me on, 
No Enterprize ſo doubtful, or ſo dangerous, 
But I will boldly prove it, to preſerve thee, 

Oh /:baca, from Bondage. 

Cle. Wherefore urge you not 
Your Suit among the reſt ? 

Anti, The cruel Queen 
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Rejefts my humble Vows with angry Scorn : 

And when I once preſum'd to ſpeak my Paſſion, 
dhe call'd it Inſolence — Since then I've ſtrove 
To hide th'unlucky Folly, from all Eyes 

But yours, my Friends, who view. my naked Soul. 

Ar. Avow your Flame in-public, tell the World 

Antinous is worthy of a Queen; 

So many valiant Hands ſhall own your Cauſe, 

do ſhall the Voice in Ithaca be for you. 

The Queen ſhall own your Love has made her great, 
And giv'n her back an:Empire ſhe had loſt. 

Anti. Think not I dream the Hours of Life away, 
Supine, and negligent of Love and Glory.; * 

No, Arcas, no, my Active Mind is buſy, 

And till has labour'd with a vaſt Deſign; 

Ere long the beauteous Birth will be diſclos'd, 

Then ſhall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords and 
Counſels. 

And manifeſt the Love you bear Autinous; 

Till then be ſtill - To favour my Deſign, 

With low Submiſſions, with obſequious Duty, 

and Vows of Friendſhip fit to flatter Boys with, 

I've wound myſelf into the Prince's Heart. 

Cl, Tis faid, the Love ſick Youth dotes ev'n to Death 
Upon the Samian Princeſs, fair Semantbe. 

Anti, Let it go on —'tis a convenient 8 
And ſuits my Purpoſe well The Youth by Nature 
ls aQtive, fiery, bold, and great of Soul; 

Love is the Bane of all theſe noble Qualities 

The ſickly Fit that,palls Ambition's Appetite. ; 

and therefore have I nurs'd the fond Diſeaſe, 

Inſpiring lazy Wiſhes, Sighs and Languiſhings, 
UnaQtive dreaming Sloth, and womanith Softneſs, 

rh Lo freeze his Veins, and quench his manly Fires. 

The froward God of Love, to boaſt his Pow'r, 

Has bred of late ſome little Jars between 'em ; 

but 'twas my Care to reconcile their Follies, 

And if my Augury deceives me not, 

This Day a Prieſt in private makes em one 

Unknown or to the Queen, or to Enrymachus. 

hut ſee - They come—Jetire — 
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Enter Telemachus and Semanthe. 


Do, ſigh, and fmile, 
And print thy Lips upon the ſoſt white Hand; 
Scepters and Crowns are Trifles none regard, 
That can be bleſt with ſuch a Joy as this is. 
[Exeunt Antinous, Cleon, and Aren 
Tel. Yes, my Semanthe, ftill I will complain, 
Still I will murmur at thee, cruel Maid, 
For all that Pain thou gav'ſt my Heart but now. 
What God averſe to Innocence and Love, 
Cou'd ſhake thy gentle Soul with ſuch a Storm ? 
Juſt at that happy Moment, when the Prieſt 
Had 1 our Hands, thou ſtart'ſt as Death had ſtruck 
thee, 
And fighing cry'dſt, Ah! no !—it is impoſſible ! 
Seman. And yet, oh my lov'd Lord, yet I am your's 
This Hand has giv'n me to you, and this Heart, 
This Heart that akes with 'Tenderneſs, confirm'd it. 
Tel. And yet thou art not mine ;—elfe why this Sorroy, 
Why artthou wet with weeping, as the Earth, 
When vernal ove deſcends in gentle Show'rs, 
To cauſe Increafe, and bleſs the infant Year, 
When ev'ry ſpiry Graſs, and painted Flow'r, 
Is hung with pearly Drops of heav'nly Rain ? 
Seman. Ye Woods and Plains, and all ye Virgin Dryad, 
Happy Companions of thoſe Woods and Plains, 
Why was I forc'd to leave your chearful Fellowſhip, 
To come and loſe my Peace of Mind at Ithaca? 
And oh! Semanthe, wherefore didſt thou liſten 
To that dear Voice ? why didſt thou break thy Vow, 
Made to the Huntreſs Cynthia and her Train? 
Ah! ſay, fond Maid, ſay wherefore didſt thou love? 


Tel. Alas! my gentle Love, how have | wrong'd thee! 


By what unwilling Crime have I offended ? 
That thus with ftreaming Eyes thou ſhouldſt complain, 
Thus daſh my Joys, and quench thoſe holy Fires, 
By yellow Hymen's Torch ſo lately lighted : 
Thus ſtain this bleſſed Day, our bridal Day, 
With the deteſted Omen of thy Sorrows ? 
Seman. Of what ſhou'd J accule thee ? thou art _—_ 


Who pr 
With all 
We've | 
To laſt | 
And (we 
Semanr 
Forget t 
And all 
Laſt Nig 
And ma! 
infen{ib] 
Methou 
Reclin'd 
And tho 
Thou de 
Cloſe by 
Tel. D 
And oh 
Seman 
And min 
The cry 
With all 
durpris'd 
Once the 
Flew ligt 
Laſt cam 
Wich me 
I ſaw the 
And hea 
Abaſh'd 
But ſhe, 
As once 
And whi 
Of me, t 


Aren 


noble, 
Th 


r 


Thy Heart is ſoft, is pitiful and tender; 
And thou wilt never wrong the poor Semanthe. 
And yet o——_—_— 

Tel. What mean'ſt thou? 

Seman. What have we been doing? 

Tel. A Deed of Happineſs. 

Seman. Are we not marry'd ? 7 

Tel. We are,—and like the careful, thrifty Hind, 

Who provident of Winter fills his Stores 

With all the various Plenty of the Autumn, 

We've hoarded up a mighty Maſs of Joy, 

To laſt for all our Years that are to come, 

And ſweeten ev'ry bitter Hour of Life. Hopes, 

Seman. Fain wou'd I ſooth my Soul with theſe ſweet 
Forget the Anguiſh of my waking Cares, | 
And all thoſe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumbers ; 
Laſt Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, 

And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, 
jnſenſible and ſoft, had ſtole upon me; 

Methought I found me by a murm'ring Brook, 

Reclin'd at Eaſe upon the flow'ry Margin; 

And thou, thou firſt and laſt of all my Thoughts, 

Thou dear, eternal Object of my Wiſhes, 

Cloſe by my Side wert laid. 

Tel. Delightful Viſion ! 
And oh ! ob Pity that it was not real. 

Seman. A while on many a pleaſing Theme we talk'd, 
And mingled ſweet Diſcourſe ; when on the Sudden, 
The cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntſman's Horn, 

Wich all the chearful Muſic of the Chaſe, 

durpris'd my Ear—and ftrait a Troop of Nymphs, 
Once the dear Partners of my Virgin Heart, 

Flew lightly by us, eager of the Sport ; 

Laſt came the Goddels, great Latona's Daughter, 
With more than mortal Grace ſhe ſtood confeſt, 
| aw the golden Quiver at her Back, 

And heard the Sounding of her Silver Bow. 
Abaſh'd I roſe, and lowly made Obeiſance; 

But ſhe, not ſweet, nor affable, nor ſmiling, 

As once ſhe wont, with ſtern Regard beheld me ; 
ind wherefore doſt thou loiter here, ſhe ſaid, 
Of me, thy Fellows, and m Sports unmindful ? 


Return, 


26 L 


Return, thou Fugitive; nor vainly hope 

To dreſs thy bridal Bed, and waſte thy Youth 

In wanton Pleaſures, and inglorious Love; 

A Virgin at my Altar wert thou vow'd, 

Tis fix d by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. 

With that ſhe ſnatch'd a Chaplet from my Hand, 

Which for thy Head in Fondneſs I had wove, 

And bore me ſwiftly with her — In my Flight, 

Backwards methought, I turn'd my Eyes to thee, 

But found thee not, for thou wert vaniſh'd from me, 

And in thy Place my Father lay extended 

Upon the Earth, a bloody lifeleſs Coarſe ; 

Struck to the very Heart, I ſhriek'd aloud, 

And waking, found my Tears upon my Pillow. 
Tel. Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Semanthe, 

Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, 

Safe in thy native unoffending Innocence. 

Still when the golden Sun withdraws his Beams, 

And drowzy Night invades the weary Warld, 

Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantaſtic Morphens, 

Ten thouſand mimic Fantoms fleet around him, 

Subtle as Air, and various in their Natures. 

Each has ten thouſand thouſand diffrent Forms, 

In which they dance confus d before the Sleeper, 

While the vain God laughs to behold what Pain 

Imaginary Evils give Mankind. 


Seman. Not happy omens that approve our Wiſhes, 


When bright with Flames the chearful Altar ſhines, 
And the good Gods are gracious to our Offerings, 
Not Oracles themſelves, that ſpeak us happy, 


Cou'd charm my Fears, and lull my froward Sorrows, 


Like the dear Voiee of him whom my Soul loves : 
Ev'n while thou ſpok'ſt my Breaſt begun to glow, 
I felt ſweet Hopes, and Joy and Peace returning, 


And all the Fires of Lite were kindled up anew. [lancholj 
Tel. Hence then, thou meager Care, ill-boding Mt 


» Anxious Diſquiet, and heart-breaking Grief, 

Fly to your native Seats, where deep below 

Old Night and Horror with the Furies dwell, 

Love and the joyful genial Bed diſclaims you; 

To Night a thouſand little Jaughing Cupids 

Shall be our Guard, and wakeful watch around us, 
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No Sound, no Thought ſhall enter to diſturb us, 
But ſacred filence reign ; unleſs, ſometimes, 
We ſigh and murmur with Exceſs of Happineſs. 
Seman. Alas, my Lord! | 
72. Again that mournful Sound! 
Seman, What other pain is this? What other Fear, 
50 diff rent quite from what I felt before? 
Alternate Heat and Cold ſhoot thro' my Veins, 
Now a chill Dew hangs faintly on my Brow, 
And now with gentle Warmth I glow all o'er; 
Short are my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart, 
| gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble, 
Tis Pain and Pleaſure blended, both at once, 
Tis Life and Death, or ſomething more than either. 
Tel. Thus untry'd Soldiers when the Trumpet Sounds, 
Expet the Combat with uncertain Paſſions ; 
Thus Nature ſpeaks in unexperienc'd Maids, 
And thus they bluſh, and thus like thee they tremble. 
at Even, when the Queen retires to Reſt, 
[|] meet thee here, and take thee to my Arms, 
Thy beſt, thy ſureſt Refupe. 
but ſee ! the Stranger Athon comes, retire, 
| wou'd not have his watchful Eye obſerve us. 


Enter Aithon. 


| charge thee loiter not, but haſte to bleſs me, 

ö Haſte, at th' appointed Hour —— 

Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage I burn, 
or eviry tedious Minute how I mourn ; 


os, lbiak, how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, 
nd break my Heart with Grief, for thy unkind Delay. 
[Exeunt Telemachus and Scmanthe. 
ncbol!, Manet AÆthon. 
ng Me / Ha ! what ſo cloſe? how cautious to avoid me! 


is who ſhou'd fay, Old Man you are too wile, 

hat has my Youth to do with your InſtruQtions, 

chile Folly is fo pleaſant to my Taſte, 

ind damn'd Deſtruction wears a Face ſo fait? 

his Samian King is happy in his Arts: 

3 Daughter, vow'd a Virgin to Diana, 

B 2 Is 
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Is brought to play the Wanton here in ID, 

No matter for Religion ; let the Gods 

Look to their Rites themſelves ; the Youth grows fond, 
Juſt to their Wiſh! and ſwears himſelf their Vaſſal. 
His Mother follows next—but ſoft— they come; 


Now to put on the Pander ! That's my Office, 


Enter the Queen and Eurymachus. 


Queen. Have I not anſwer'd oft, it is ia vain, 
In vain to urge me with this hateful Subject? 
As thou art noble, pity me, Eurymachus, 

Add not new Weight af Sorrows to my Days, 
That drag too flow, too.heavily along; 
Compel me not to curſe my Life, my Being, 
To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn that dawns 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings, 

To ev'ry wretched Creature, but myſelt ; 

'To me it brings more Pain, and iterated Woes. 

Eury. Oh God of Eloquence, bright Maja's Son ! 
Teach me what more than mortal Grace of Speech, 
What Sounds can move this fierce relentleſs Fair, 

This cruel Queen, that pitileſs beholds 

My Heart that bleeds for her, my humble Knee, 
In abject low Submitlion bent to Earth, 

To deprecate her Scorn, and beg in vain, 

One gracious Word, one favourable Look. 

Queen. Count back the tedious Years, ſince firſt my Heto 

Forſook theſe faithful Arms to war with Trey; 

And yet in all that long, long Tract of Time, 

Witneſs, ye chaſter Pow'rs, if ere my Thoughts 

Have harbour'd any other Gueſt but him; 

Remember, King of Samos, what I've been, 

Then chink it I can change ibon ! come near. 
[Athon comes forawars. 
Good honeſt Man! how rare is Truth like thine! 
Thou great Example of a loyal Friend ! 

tb. Oh Lady, ſpare that Praiſe ; if few like me 
Are Friends, yet none have ever lov'd like you ; 
Why what a mighty Space is twenty Years ! 

"Tis irkſome to Remembrance, to look back 
Upon your Youth, that happier Part of Life, 
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like ſome fair Field, or rich and fertile Soil, 
That might have bleſt the Owner with Abundance, 
But left unheeded, like a barren Moor, 
Lies fenceleſs, wild, unculcivate, and waſte. 

Bucen, Alas | 

Eury. Were Youth and Beauty giv'n in vain ? 
Why were the Gods ſo laviſh of their Gifts, 

To one, whoſe ſullen Pride neglects to uſe em, [py ? 
As if ſhe ſcorn'd the Care Heav'n took to make her hap- 
Ah. More than enough of Sorrow have you known; 

Give Eaſe at length to your Afflicted Soul, 
Be comforted, and now while Time is your's, 
Taſte the good things of Life, yet ere they periſh, 
Yet ere' the happy Seaſon paſs away. [Art, 
Queen. What Sov'reign Balm, what heav'nly healing 
Can cure a Heart fo torn with Grief as mine, 
Can ſtay this never-ceafing Stream of Tears, 
And once more make my Senſes know Delight ? 
Eury. What God can work that Miracle but Love? 
Love, who diſpenſes Joy to Heav'n itſelf, 
And cheats his Fellow Gods more than their Nectar, 
Till wrapt with vaſt, unutterable Pleaſures, 
Such as immortal Natures only know, 
Each owns his Pow'r, and bleſſes the ſweet Boy. 
Queen. Now, Athon, by thy Friendſhip to myLord, 
Auſwer, [ charge thee, to this cruel King; 
Demand if it be noble to prophane 
My Virtue thus, with looſe diſhoneſt Courtſhip. 
tb. Are Love and Virtue then ſuch mortal Foes, 
That they muſt never meet ? 
Yreen. Never with me, 
Unleſs my Lord return. 
Ath. Vain Expectation! [then ? 
Queen. Ha ! Surely I miſtook (what ſaidſt thou, A 
Eth. That you have waited long for that Return, 
Waſted too much of Life, and caſt away 
Thoſe precious Hours, that might have been employ'd 
To better Uſe than Weeping. 
Queen. This from thee ! 
Oh faithleſs! Truth is vaniſh'd then indeed. 
Oh then ! art thou too —become my Enemy? 
B 3 ib. 
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th. If, to reward your Faith to loſt Ulyſſes, 
I pray the Gods to heap their Bleſſings on you, 
To make you Miſtteſs of a mighty Nation, 
An Empire greater, nobler than your own ; 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's Love ; 
If this be Enmity, you may accuſe me. 
Queen. Doſt thou ſollicit for him; doſt thou dare 
Invade my Peace, my Virtue ? 
Aub. Not for him, 
But for the common Happineſs of both, 
Queen. Traitor] no more at length thy wicked Arts, 
Thy falſe diſſembled Friendſhip for my Lord, 
Thy pious Journey hither for his ſake, 
'Thy care of me, my Son, and of the State, 
Thy Praiſe, thy Counſels and thy Shew of Virtue, 
So holy, ſo adorn'd with rev'rend Age, 
All are reveal'd, and thou confeſt a Villain ; 
Hire, and the ſordid Love of Gain, have caught thee; 
Gold has prevail'd upon thee to betray me, 
And bargain for my Honour with this Prince. 
[ Pointing to Eurymachuz, 
Zh. It grieves me I oftend you ſure 1 am, 
I meant it as a Friend. | 
Queen. Hence from my Sight! [ſhip 
Eury. Æibon, no more.--Since Love and willing Frienc- 
Employ their pious Offices in vain, 
£&a1n we henceforth from this imperious Beauty, 
Learn we, from her Example, to be cruel : 
And tho' our ſofter Paſſions reſt unſatisfy'd, 
Yet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough, 
Shall be indu/ged and riot to Exceſs. 
Up then, Revenge, and arm thee thou fell Fury, 
Up then and ſhzke thy hundred iron Whips, 
Jo Day I vow to faciifice to thee, 
And flake thy horiid | hitſt with Draughts of royal Gore. 
Queen. What lays the I yrant ? [ A/ide.] Oh Eurymachui, 
What fatal Purpoſe has thy Heart conceiv'd ? 
What means that Rage that lightens in thy Eyes, 
That flaſhes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction? 
Eury. The lambent Fiieot Love prevails no more, 
And now another migbtier Flame ſucceeds; 
Vaunt not too ſoon, nor triumph in thy Scorn : 
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For know, proud Queen, in ſpight of thy Diſdain, 
There is a Way ev'n yet to reach thy Heart. 
Thou haſt a Son, the Darling of thy Eyes 
Queen. Oh fatal Thought! 
5 Fear, like the Hand of Death, has ſeiz d my Heart, 
Cold, chilling Cold — my Son! Oh my 1 elemachus ! 
th. That Stroke was home—now, Virtue, hold thy 
own. Aſide. 
Eury. Know then, that Son is in my Pow'r, and holds 
His frail uncertain Being at my Pleaſure. 
And when I frown, Death and Deſtruction, greedy, 
Watchful, intent like Tygers on their Prey, | 
Start ſudden forth, and ſeize the helpleſs Boy. 
Three hundred choſen Warriors from my Fleet, 
Who undiſcern'd, in Parties, and by Stealth, 
Late came aſhore, now wait for my Commands ; 
Think on 'em as the Miniſters of Fate, | 
For when I bid 'em execute, tis done. 
Queen. If. as my Soul preſages from thoſe Terrors 
Which gather on thy ſtern, tempeſtuous Brow, 
Thou art ſeverely bent on Death and Vengeance, 
Yet hear me, hear a Wretch's only Pray'r, 
Oh ſpare the Innocent, ſpare my Telemachus, 
Let not the Ruftian's Sword nor murd'rous Violence 
Cut off the noble Promiſe of his Youth, 
Oh ſpare him, and let all thy Rage fall here; 
Remember 'twas this haughty, ſtubborn Queen 
Refus'd thy Love, and let her fee] thy Hate. 
Eury. A ſecret Joy glides thro' my ſullen Heart, 
To fee fo fair a Suiter kneel before me. 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like theſe ? 
A hen, go bear this Ring to bold Ceraunus, 
The valiant Leader of our Samian Band; 
My laſt of Orders, which this Morn I gave him, 


Arts, 


end- 


Zote bid him perform ; haſte thou, and ſee it done. 
hui, een, Stay, J conjure thee, Athon — Cruel King! 


Speak, anſwer me, unfold this dreadful Secret: 
Where points this ſudden, dark, myſterious Miſchief ? 
day, at the Head of what devoted Wretch 
This winged Thunder aims—Say, while my Fears 
Have left me yet a little Life to hear thee. 
: Fury. Already doſt thou dread the gath'ting Storm, 
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That grumbles in the Air, preluding Ruin? 
But mark the Stroke, keep all thy Tears for that. 
Too ſoon it ſhal} be teld thee— Zthon, hence. 
Queen, Holding Afthon] Not for thy Lite—No not till 
thou haſt heard me. [To Eurymachyz, 
Too well, alas! I underſtand my Fate; 
How have I been among the happy Mothers 
Call's the moſt happy, now to be moſt milerable : 
The Barren, comfortleſs fate down and, wept, 
When they compar'd their Martiage-Beds with mine; 
The Fruitſul when they boaſled of their Numbers, 
With Envy and unwilling Praiſe, confeſt ; 
That | had all their Bleſſings in my One. 
Our Virgins, when they met him, ſigh'd and bluſb'd, 
Matrons and Wives beheld him as a Wonder, 
And gazing Crowds purſu'd and blefl him as he paſs'd, 
But then his Youth ! his Tenderneſs ! his Piety ! 
Oh my Telemachus ! my Son] my Son ! [ings, 
Eury. And what are all theſe Tears and helpleſs Wall- 
What poor Amends to injur'd Love and me ? 
How have | mourn'd thy Scorn, unkind and cruel ? 
How have I melted in unmanly Weeping ? 
How have I taught the ftubborn Rocks of Ithaca, 
And all the ſounding Shore to echo my Complainings ? 
And haſt thou eer rejented ? Now mourn thou, 
And murmur not, nor think thy Lot too bard, 
Since equal ſuſtice pays thee but thy own, 
Queen. Oh didſt thou know what Agonies I feel, 
Hard as thou art, thou would'ſt have Pity on me: 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Keſt, 
But 'tis Deſpair = tis mad tormenting Rage, 
Tis terrible tis better Pain it is 
A Mother's Mourning for her only Son. [guiſh ! 
A.th. Now, now her lab'ring Heart is rent with An- 
Oh Nature, how affecting are thy Sorrows ! 
How moving, melting in a Mother's Eyes ! 
So Silver Thettis, on the Phrygian Shore, 
Wept for her Son, foreknowing of his Fate, 
The Sea Nymphs fate around, and join'd their Tears, 
While from his loweſt Deep old Father Ocean 
Was heard to groan in pity of their Pain. 2525 
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Eury. Fair Mourner riſe— Thus far thou haſt prevail'd, 
[Offering ts raiſe ber. 
If, to atone for all I have endur'd, 
ill For all thy cold Neglect, thy Arts, Delays, 
bus For all my Years of anxious Expectation, 
This Night thou give thy Beauties to my Arms; 
This Night ! For Love, impatient of my Wrongs, 
Allows not ev'n a Moment's Space beyond it, 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, ſhall live, 

And Danger and Diſtreſs ſhall never know thee more. 
Queen. Oh Shame! Oh Modeſty! Connubial Truth 
And ſpotleſs Purity ! Ye heav'nly Train! f 

Have I preſerv'd you in my ſecret Soul, 

To give you up at laſt, then plunge in Guilt, 

Abandon'd to Diſhonour and Pollution? 

Oh never ! never! let me firſt be rack'd, 

Torn, ſcatter'd by the Winds, plung'd in the Deep, 

Or bound amidſt the Flames — Oh friendly Earth 

Open thy Boſom— — And thou Pre/erpine, 

Internal Juno, mighty Queen of Shades, 

keceive me to thy dark, thy dreadful Empire, 

And hide me, ſave me from this Tyrant's Fury. 
ib. Oh racking, racking Pain of ſecret Thought!“ 

[ Afide. 
Fury. Hence! hence thou Trifler Love! fond, vain 
Deceiver ! 

caſt, I tear thee out A1thon, begone! [more. 
Oueen, Then drag me too! Yet hear me once, once 

For | will ſpeak to thee of Love! — of Rage 

Of Death! of Madneſs! and eternal Chaos / 
Eury. Away, thou Loiterer ! [To ZEthor; 
ib. Then I muſt go. 


1 Queen. Eurymachus ! Holding out her Hand to him. 
N- Eury. Speak 


Yueen, Mercy! 
Eury. Love! 
Queen. Telemachus. (laſt ? 
Eary, My Queen! my Goddeſs! Art thou kind at 
Oh ſoftly, ſoftly breathe the charming Sound, 
, And let it gently ſteal.upon my Soul, 
ah Gently as falls the balmy Dew from Heav'n, 
J. Ur let thy kind conſenting Eyes ſpeak for thee, . 
; & 
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And bring me the ſweet Tidings from thy Heart; 
She yields! Immortal Gods! the yields! 
Queen. Where is he? 
Whereis my Son? O tell me, is he ſafe ? 
Sweat to me ſome moſt ſacred folemn Oath, 
Swe ar my Telemachus is free from Danger. 
Eury. Hear me, great Jove, Father of Gods and Men, 
And thou blue Neptune, and thou Stygian Pluto, 
Hear, all ye greater and ye lefſer Powers, 
That rule in Heav'n, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 
While to my Queen, on this fair Hand I ſwear, 
That royal Youth, that beft lov'd Son, is ſafe, 
Nor dies unleſs his Mother urge his Fate. 
At Night, a Prieit, by faithful Ahon's Care, 
In private ſhall attend at thy Apartment; 
There while rich Gums we burn, and fpicy Odours, 
The Gods of Marriage and of Love invoking, 
] will renew my Vows, and at thy Feet 
Devote ev'n all my Pow'rs to thy Command. 
Queen. Till then be kind, and leave me to myſelf; 
Leave me to vent the Fuineſs of my Breaſt, 
Pour out the Sorrows of my Soul alone, 
And figh myſelf, it poſſible, to Peace. 
Oh thou dear Youth, for whom I fee} again 
My Throes, and twice endure a Mother's Pain; 
Well had I dy'd to ſave thee, Oh my Son, 
Well, to preſerve thy Lite, had giv'n my own; 
But when the T houghts of former Days return, 
When my loſt Virtue, Fame, and Peace l mourn, 
The Joys which ſtill thou gav'ſt me I forget, 
And own I bought thee at a Price too great. 
Exit the Queen 
Eury. At length we have prevail'd: Fear, Doubt and 
Thoſe peevith female Virtues, fly before us, [Shame, 
And the diſputed Field at Jaſt is ours, . | 
Zh. Yes, you have conquer'd, have approv'd yourſe!! 
A Maſter in the Knowledge of the Sex. 
What then remains but to prepare for Triumph, 
To rifle all the"Spoils of captive Beauty, 
And reap the ſweet Reward of your paſt Labours ?: 
What of the Prince? 


Zury. He lives, but muſl be mine, 
85 ; And 
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and my Semanibe's Love the band to hold him; 
but till to-morrow's Dawn leave me that Care, 
The preſent Day, for deep, for vaſt Deſigns, 
And hardy Execution, is decreed, 
This Night, according to their wanton Riot, 
The Rival Princes mean to hold a Feaſt. 

Ah. I mark'd but now the mighty Preparation, 
When to the Hall the ſweating Slaves paſt in, 
Bending beneath the maſſy Goblets Weight, 
Whole each capacious Womb, fraught with rich Juice 
Drawn from the Chian and the Lesbian Grape, 
Portended witleſs Mirth, vain Laughter, Boaſting, 
Contentious Brawling, Madneſs, Miſchief, and foul 

Murder ; | 

While to appeaſe the Glutton's greedy Maw | 
Whole Herds are ſlain, more than ſuffice tor Hecatombs, 
Ev'n more than Zeal, with pious prodigality, 
Beltows upon the Gods to feed their Prieſts with. 

Eury. Then mark me well, or o'er the rolling Night 
Have finiſh'd halt her Courſe, the fumy Vapours 
and mounting Spirits of the deep-drunk Bowl, 
Shall ſeize the Brains of cheſe carouſing Lovers: 
Then ſhalt thou Athen, with my valiant Samians, 
Arm'd and appointed all at thy Command, 
Surround the Hall, and on our common Foes 


A' once revenge my Queen, thyſelf and me. ' 
Ab. Ha! Ata Blow ! — tis juſt 'tis greatly. 
thought ! 


By Fowve, th' Avenger, 'twill be noble Slaughter; 
Nor doubt th' Event, I anſwer for 'em all, 
Ev'n to a Man. 
Eury. Thine then be all the Care, 
While I with ſofter Pleaſures crown my Hours, . 
And revel in Delight. | 
ib. How ! at that Hour!  [Starting, 
Ha! —In Enjoyment ! Can that be ? 
Eury. It muſt. 
Fierce for the Joy, in ſecret and alone 
|] ſteal upon my Love. 
Ath. Stay! that were well! 
Alone you muſt | 
Euty. None but the conſcious Piieſt— That 
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That too muſt be thy Care, to chooſe one faithful, 
One for the Purpoſe fir. 
Stb. Moſt worthy Office! Aar 
One to your With, try'd in theſe pious Secrets, 
My Friend of ancient Date, is now in 1thacs ; 
Him ſworn to Secrecy, and well prepar'd, 
I will inſtru to wait you with the Queen. 
Eury. Then be propitious, Love ! 
ZEth. And thou, Revenge! 
Shoot all thy Fires, and wake my ſlumb'ring Rage; 
Let my paſt Wrongs, let Indignation raiſe 
My Age to emulate- my youthtul Praiſe ; 
Let the ſtern Purpoſe of my Heart ſucceed, 
Let Riot, Luſt, and proud Injuſtice bleed, 
Grant me but this, ye Gods, who favour Right, 
I aſk no other Bliſs, nor fond Delight, 
Nor envy thee, O King, thy bridal Night. | 
[ Exeun. 


r L- 
Enter Atbon, Mentor, and Eumzus. 


9 F Virtue be abandon'd, Joſt and gone, 

No matter for the Means that wrought the Ruin; 

Whether the Pomp of Pleaſure danc'd before her, 

Alluring to the Senſe, or dread ful Danger 

Came arm'd with all its Terrors to the Onſet, 

'She ſhou'd have held the Battle to the laſt, 

Undaunted, yieldleſs, firm, and dy'd or conquer'd. 
Ment. Think on what hard, or what unequal Terms 

Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weakneſs, 

Beſet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 

Maintains the doubtful Conflict — Sure if any 

Have kept the holy Marriage-Bed inviolate, 

If all our-Grecian Wives are not like Helen, 

That Praiſe the Queen my royal Miſtreſs merits. 
Eum, And oh impute not one unheeded Word, 

Forc'd from her in the bittereſt Pangs of Sorrow, 
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When fierce conflicting Paſſion ſtrove within, 
Like all the Winds at once let looſe upon the Main, 
When wild Diſti action rul'd—— Oh urge not that, 
A Blemiſh on her fair, her matchleſs Fame. 

tb. Oh Mentor, and Eumeus, faithful Pair! 
To whom my Life, my Honour, all] truſt, 
Theſe Eyes beheld her yielding —Curſed Object! 
Reheld her in the Samian King's Embrace ; 
The Sight of Hell, of baleful Acheron, 
That rolls his livid Waves around the Damn'd, 
Roaring and yelling on the farther Shore, 
Was not fo terrible, fo irkſome to me, 
As when I ſaw his Arms infold Fene/ope. 
heard the fatal Compact ſor To-night, 
The Joys which he propos'd, nor the deny'd —— 
Rut ſee ſhe comes 

Ment. How much unlike a Bride ! 


Enter the Queen: 


Behold her Tears, fee comforileſs Affliction, 
Anguiſh, and helpleſs, deſolate Misfortune 


Writ in her Face 
Ath. Retire ; I wou'd obſerve her. 


[Mentor and Eumæus retire to the back Part of the Stage: 


Queen. And doſt thou only weep ? Shall that put oif 
Th' approaching Hour of Shame, or ſave thy Son? 
Thou weep'ft, and yet the ſetting Sun deſcends. 

Swift to the weſtern Waves, and guilty Night, 
Haſty to ſpread her Horrors o'er the World, 
Rides on the duſky Air. — And now it comes, 
The fatal Moment comes, even that dread Time 
When Witches meet to gather Herbs on Graves, 
When diſcontented Ghoſts forſake their Tombs, 
And ghaſtly roam about, and dolefu] groan. 
And hark! the Screech Owl ſcreams, and beats the 
Window 
With deadly Wings—And hark! More dreadful yet, 
Like Tbracian Tereus to unhappy Philomel, 
The 
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The furious Bridegroom comes 
viſher | 
And ſee! the Shade of my much injur'd Lord 
Starts up to blaſt me !— Hence !—Begone, you Horrors, 
For I will hide me in the Arms of Death, 
And think on you no more— That Traitor here 
[ Seeing Æthon. 
tb. Hail beauteous Queen! The God of Love 
And thus by great Eurymachus he ſpeaks, [ſalutes thee, 
Be Sorrow and Misfortune on thy Foes, 
But let thy Days be crown'd with ſmiling Peace, 
Content, and everlaſting Joy dwell with thee. [Joy! 
ueen. Com'ſt thou to greet me with the Sounds of 
Thou Meſſenger of Fate! So the hoarſe Raven 
Croaks o'er the Manſion of the dying Man, 
And often warns him with this diſmal Note, 
To think upon his Tomb. 
Zh, Or I miſtook, 
Or I was bid to treat of gentler Matters, 
Kindly to aſk at what autpicious Hour, 
Your royal Bridegroom and the Prieſt ſhou'd wait you ? 
Queen, Too weil my boding Heart ſoretold thy Ti- 
dings 
Now what Reply ?—there is no Room for Choice, 
Tis one Degree of Infamy no doubt; 
What muſt be, muſt be—Let me then reſolve, 
Tis only thus—no more—and | am free. 
Say to the Samian King, thy Maſter, thus ; 
When Merelaus and the Fate of Greece 
Summon'd my Lord to Trey, he left behind him 
None worthy of his Place in Love or Empire. 
tb. How, Lady !—Whither points her Meaning 
now ? 8 [ Afade, 
Queen. Say too, I've held his Merit in the Balance, 
But find the Price of Honour ſo much preater, 
That 'twere an Idiot's Bargain to exchange 'em : 
Yes tell him too, I have my Sex's Weakneſs, 
I have a Mother's Fondneſs in my Eyes, 
And all her tender Paſſions in my Heart, 
tb. Ay, there! Tis there ſhe's loſt ! 
Queen. Nor can | bear 
To ſee what more, far more than Life I joy in, 
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My only Pledge of Love, my Lord's dear Image, 
My Son by bloody Hands mangled and murder d; 
(Oh terrible to Nature!) Therefore one, 
One Remedy alone is left to fave me, 
To ſhield me from a Sight of ſo much Horror, 
And tell Eurymachus, | find it here. 
[She offers to lab her/eif ; Æthon catches 
hold of her Arm, and prevents ber. 
Zh, Forbid it, Gods! periſh the Tyrant rather, 
Let Samos be no mare. 
Ducen. Off! OF, thou Traitor! 
Give way to my juſt Rage !—Oh tardy Hand! 
To what haſt thou betray'd me ! Ler me go, 
Oh let me, let me die, or [ will curle thee, 
"Till Hell, ſhall tremble ar y Imprecations, 
Till Heav'n ſhall blaſt thee—loſt ! - undone for ever! 
Lib. O Iifler thatl am! Mentor!“ Eumaeus / 
They come forward. 
Come to my Aid ge calm but for a Moment, 
And wait to ſee what Wonders it, will ſhew thee. 
Guard her upon your Lives, remember that, 
Guard her from ev'ry Inſtrument of Death; 
Sooth and aſſwage her Grief, till my Return 
Unfold the mighty Secret of bei Fate, 
And once more 1econcile her Soul to Peace. 
| Exit ZEthon. 
Pueen. And are you too my Foes ? have you confpir'd 
And join'd with that falſe Ahn to betray me? 
Here fit thee down then, humbly in the Duſt, 
Here fit, a poor forlorn, abandon'd Woman ; 
Caſt not thy Eves up to yon azure Firmament, 
Nor hope Relief from thence, the Gods are pitileſe, 
Or buſy in their Heav'n, and thou not worth their Cate; 
And oh! oh! caſt 'em not on Earth to ſeek 
For Succour fiom the faithleſs Race of Man; 
But as thou art forſaken and alone, ; 
Hope not for Help, where there is none to help thee, 
But think — tis Deſolation all about thee. 
Ment. Far be that Thought, to think you are forſaken; 
Gods and good Men ſhall make you ill their Care, 
And oh! far be it from your faithful Servants, 
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For all thoſe Honours mad Ambition toils for, 
For all the Wealth that bribes the World to Wickedneſ;, 
For Hopes or Fears, for Pleaſures or for Pains, 
To leave our royal Miſtreſs in Diſtreſs. 
Eum. At length Time's Fulneſs comes, and that great 
Period, 
For which ſo many tedious Years roll'd round, 
At length the white, the ſmiling Minute comes, 
To wipe the Tears from thoſe fair E; es for ever; 
That Good we daily pray'd for, but pray'd hopeleſs, 
That Good, which ev'n the Preſcience of the Gods 
(So doubtfully was it ſet down in Fate,) 
Uncertainly foreſaw, and darkly promis'd, 
That Good, one Day, the happieſt of our Lives, 
Freely and fortunately biings to pals. 
Ment. And hark! vindiQtive Jeve prepares his Thun- 
der, [ Thunder:. 
Let the Wrong-doer and the Tyrant tremble ; 
The Gods are preſent with us—And behold ! 
The ſolid Gloom of Night is rent afunder, 
While Floods of daz'ling pure ztherial Light, 
Break in upon the Shades She comes, the comes ! 
Pallas, the Fautteſs of my Maſter's Arms. 
And ſee where terrible in Arms, majeſtic, 
Celeſtial, and ineffably effulgent, 
She ſhakes her dreadful Ægis from the Clouds 
Bend, bend to Earth, and own the preſent Deity. 
| [1t thunders again. 
[ The Scene opens above, and diſcovers Pallas in 
the Clouds. [ They kneel. 
Eum. Daughter of mighty Jove, Tritonian Pallas, 
Be favourable! oh !—Oh! be propitious, 
And fave the ſinking Houſe of thy Ulyſſes. 
M n:.Goddefs of Arts and Arms, thou blue-ey'd Maid, 
Be favourable ! oh ! oh! be propitious, 
And glad thy Suppliants with ſome chearful Omea. 
Queen. Virgin, begot and born of Jove alone, 
Chaſte, wiſe, viQtorious, if by thy Aſſiſtance 
The Greeks were well aveng'd on perjur'd Troy, 
If by thy Aid, my Lord from Thratian Rheſus 
Obtain'd his ſnowy Steeds, and brought ſucceſsful 
Thy fatal Image to the Tents of Greece ; 
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Once more be favourable — be propitious, 
Reſtore my Lord - Or if that be deny d. | 
Grant me to ſhare his Fate, and die with Honour. 
[Thunder again The Scene cloſes abi They rife. 
Ment. The Goddeſs ſmiles — Moſt happy be the Omen! 
And to the Left auſpicious rolls the Thunder. 


er Ethon or Ulyſſes, without his Diſguiſe, magnificiently 
arm'd and habited. 


Nuten. What other God art thou? Oh ſacred Form! 
dream, I rave I- Why put'ſt thou on this Semblance ? 
What ſhall Icall thee ? — Say, ſpeak, anſwer me. 

[ She advances two or three Steps, looking amazedhz. 
Son of Laertes ! King ! my Lord ! Ulyſſes / 

U Why doſt thou gaze ?—Am I ſo dreadtul ſtill ? 
ls there ſo much of Atbon ſtill about me? 

Or haſt thou is it poſſible forgot me ? 
Does not thy Heart acknowledge ſomething here? 

Queen. Nay "tis, tis moſt impoſſible to Reaſon. 
But what have I to do with Thought or Reaſon ? 
Thus mad, diſtracted, raging with my Joy, 

II ruſh upon thee, claſp thee to my Boſom, 
And it it be Deluſion, let me die, 

Here let me fink to everlaſting Reſt, 

Jut here, and never, never think again. 

Cu,. No, live thou great Example of thy Sex, 
Live tor the World, for me, and for thyſelf. 
Unnumber'd Bleſſings, Honours, Years of Happineſs, 
Crowns from the Gods, en ich'd with brighteſt Stars, 
All Heav'n and Earth united in Applauſe, 

Wait with officious Duty, to reward thee. 

Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haſt deſerv'd, 

That Fulneſs of Delight, of which theſe Arms 
And this tranſporting Moment give thee Earneſt.” 

Queen. | gaze upon thy Face, and ſee thee here. 
The ſullen | A below, who rule the Dead, 

Have liſten'd to my Weeping, and relented, 
Have ſent thee from Ely/frum back to me; 


Or from the Deep, from Sea-green Neptune's Seats 
Thou'rt 
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Thou 'rt riſen like the Day-Star, or from Heav'n 
Some God has brought thee on the Wings of Winds; 
Oh Extaſy ! But all that I can know, 
Is thatT wake and live, and thou art here. 

Ul}. Troy, I forgive thee now; ye Toils and Perils 
Of my paſt Lite, well you are paid at once. 
For this the faithleſs Syrens ſung in vain, | 
For this I ſcap'd the Den of monſtrous Polypheme, 
Fled from Calyp/ſo's Bonds, and Circe's Charms; 
For theſe ſeven Days, and ſeven long Winter Nights, 
Shipwreck'd I floated on a driving Maſt; | 
Toft by the Surge, pierc'd by the bitter Blaſts 
Of bleak North- Winds, and drench'd in the chill Ware, 
I trove with all the Terrors of the Deep. 

Queen. Yes thou haſt borne it all, I know thou haſt, 
Theſe Wars, Winds, Magic, Monſters, all for me. 
Bleſt be the gracious Gods that gave thee to me 
Say then! Oh how ſhall I reward thy Labours ? 

But I will fit and liſten to thy Story, 

While thou recount'ſt it oer; and when thou ſpeak'ſt 

Of Difficulties hard and near to Death, 

T'll pity thee, and anſwer with my Tears; 

But when thou com'ſt to ſay how the Gods ſav'd thee, 

And how thy Virtue ſtruggled through the Danger, 

For Joy, I'll fold thee thus with ſoft Endearments, 

And crown thy Conqueſt with ten thouſand Kiſſes, 
UV It is a heavy and a rueful Tale, 

But thou wilt kindly ſhare with me in all things ; 

It ſhall be told thee, then, whate'er I ſuffer'd. 

Since, in a luckleſs Hour, I firſt ſet out, 

Ev'n to that time, when ſcarce twice ten Days paſt, 

As from Pheacia homeward bound to [thaca, 

A Storm o'ertook and wreck'd me on the coaft ; 

Alone and naked was I caſt aſhore, 

And only to theſe faithful Two made known, 

Till Fowe ſhou'd point me out ſome Opportunity, 

Once more to ſeize my Right in thee and Empire. 

Ment. Tis hard, injurious, and Offence to Virtue, 

To interrupt your Joys, ye royal Pair ; 

But oh forgive your faithful Servant's Caution, 

Think where you are, what Eyes malicious Chance 
May bring to pry into the happy Secret, | 
Untimely to diſcloſe the fatal Birth, | Aue 
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And raſhly bring it immature to light. 
. Mentor, thou warn'ſt us well Retire, my Love. 
2ueen. What, muſt we part already ? 
Ul}. For a Moment, 
Like Waves divided by the gliding Bark, 
That meet again, and mingle as before. 
Yen. Be lure it be not longer. 
Sweet, it ſha' not, 
I meet thee ſoon, and bring our mutual Blefling, 
Our Son tincreale the Joy; 
Lucen. I muſt obey you, 
Remember well how long thou haſt been abſent, 
And what a poor Amends this ſhort Enjoyment makes me, 
Oh I ſhall die with ſtrong Deſire to ſee thee, 
Shall think this one impatient Minute more, 
Than all thy long, long twenty Years before. 
[Exit Queen, 


Enter at the «ther Door Telemachus. 


Tel. The Queen my Mother, paſt ſhe not this way ? 

Men. She did, my Lord, ev'n now. 

Tel. Saw you not too 
The Samian Princeſs, fair Semanthe, with her ? 
day, went they not together? 

Du Might I ſpeak, 
think, it is not fit they were together; 

For wherefore ſhou'd the Queen of Ithaca 

Hold Commerce with the Daughter of Eurymachus ? 
Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are cffended, 

And think this Boldneſs does not fit a Stranger. 

Tel. Tis true thou art a Stranger to my Eyes, 
And yet, methought thou ſpok'tt with Arhor's Voice, 
dave, that th' untoward Purpoſe of thy Words 
Seem'd harfh, ungentle, and not like my Friend. 

C. Whate'er | ſeem, believe me, princely Youth, 
Thou haſt not one, one dear ſelected Mate, 

That ought to Rand before me in thy Heart; 
Tho' from your tender infancy 'till now, 

He dwelt within thy Boſom, thou in his, 

Tho' every Year has knit the Band more cloſe, 
Tho' Variance never knew you, but complying 
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Tho' you have toil'd and reſted, laugb'd and mourn'd, 
And ran thro' every part of Lite together, 

Tho' he was all thy Joy, and thou all his, 

Yet ſure he never lov'd thee more than I do. 


Tel. Whoe'er thou art, (for tho' thou ſtill art Ahn, | 


Thou art not he, but ſomething more and greater,) 

] feel the Force of every Word thou ſpeak'ſt, 

My Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, 

A Fear not irkſome, for 'tis mix'd with Love, 

Ev'ñ ſuch a Fear as that we worſhip Heav'n with; 

Ob pardon if I err, for if thou art not 

JEthon, my Father's Friend, thou art ſome God. 
Us. It barely to have been thy Father's Friend 

Cou'd move thee to fuch tender, juſt Regards, 

Thus, let me ibus indulge thy filial Virtue, 


[ Embracing him, 


Thus preſs thee in my Arms, my pious Son, . 
And while my ſwelling Heart runs o'er with Joy, 
Thus tell thee, that 1 am, I am thy Father. 
Tel. Oh moſt amazing ! — 
Ment. Yes, my royal Charge, 
At length behojd thy God-like Sire, Uly/s. 
Bleſt be my Age, with al! its Cares and Sorrows, 
Since it is lengthen'd out to ſee this Day, 
To give thee back, thou dear intrufted Pledge, 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great Father's Arms. 
Tel. Oh *tis moſt certain ſo, my Heart conſeſſes him. 
My Blood and Spirits, all the Pow'rs of Life, 
Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they came. 
Then let me bow me, caſt me at his Feet, 
There pay the humble Homage of my Duty, 
There wet the Earth before him with my Tears, 
The faithful Witneſſes of Love and oy; 
And when my Tongue for Rapture can no more, 
Silent, with lifted Eyes, I'Il praiſe the Gods, 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father. 
V Oh riſe, thou Offspring of my nuptial Joys, 
Son ot my Youth, and Glory of my Strength, 
Rob not thy Father's Arms of ſo much Treaſure, 
But let us meet, as Jove and Nature meant us, 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithful Friends: 
And tho” I made harſh mention of thy Love, 
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On droop not at the Name) by blue-ey'd Pallas 
| meant it not in angry, chiding Mood; 

gut with a tender and a fond Concern 

Reminded thee of what thou ow'ſt to Honour. 

Tel. When I forget it, may the worſt Afflictions, 
Your Scorn, your Hate, and Infamy, o'ertake me: 
Be that th' important Bus'neſs of my Life, 

Let me be taſk'd to hunt for it thro' Danger, 
Thro' all the Roar of the tumultuous Battle, 
And dreadful Din of Arms; there, if I fail, 
May Cowards ſay I'm not Ce Son, 

And the great Author of our Race diſclaim me. 

Ul. Oh Nobleneſs innate ! Oh Worth divine! 
Atherial Sparks ! that ſpeak the Hero's Lineage, 
How are you pleaſing to me 80 the Eagle, 

That bears the Thunder of our Grandfire Jove, 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthtul Offspring 
Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions, 

in the wide untraQ Air: till bolder grown 

Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Shepherd's Fuld 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 

Or fixing on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 

Eager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, 

Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in vain 

Writhing his ſpiry Tail. 

Tel. I wou'd be active, 2 
Get me a Name diſtinguiſh'd from the herd 
Of common Men, a Name worthy my Birth. [thee, 

V. Nor {hall thou want th' Occaſion, now it courts 
Stands ready, and demands thy Courage now. 

Were | indeed as other Fathers are, 

Did I but liſten to (oft Nature's Voice, 

| ſhou'd not urge thee to this high Exploit, 

For tho” it brings thee Fame, it brings thee Danger. 

Tel. Now by the God of War fo much the better, 
Let there be Honour tor your Son to win, 

And be the Danger ne'er to rude and deadly, 
No matter *twill enchance the Prize the more, 
And make it lovely in a brave Man's Eye; 

S0 Hydras and Chimeras form'd in Gold. 

dit graceful underneath the nodding Plume, 
And terribly adorn the Soldier's Helm. 
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Uh. Know then, on this important Night depends 


The very Criſis of our Fate; to Night, 


The ſleeping Vengeance of the Gods ſhall wake, 
And ſpeak Confuſion to our Foes in Thunder, 
Juſtice intruſts her Sword to this right Hand, 
And [ will fee it faithfully employ'd. 
Tel. By Virtue and by Arms 'tis noble Work, 
I burn impatient for it —— Oh my Father, 
Give me my Portion of the glorious Labour. 
H, One more immediate Danger threats thy Mother, 
That to avert muſt be thy pious Gare ; 
While Mentor, with Eumeus and ourſelf, 
Back'd by a choſen Band, (whom how prepar'd, 
How gather'd to our Aid the prefling Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon” Drunkards, 
Immerſt in Riot, careleſs and defying 
The Gods as Fables, ſtart upon 'em ſudden, 
And ſend their guilty Souls to howl below, 
Upon the Banks of S:yx ; while this is doing, 
Dar'ſt thou defend thy Mother? 
Tel. Oh ! to Death, , 
Againſt united Nations wou'd I ſtand 
Her Soldier, her Defence, my ſingle Breaſt 


Oppos'd againſt the Rage of their whole War; 
Bue is fo good, fo worthy to be fought for, 


The ſacred Cauſe wou'd make my Sword ſucceſsful, 
And gain my Youth a mighty Name in Arms. 
Then prove the Peril, and enjoy the Fame. 
Ere the Mid-hour of rolliog Night approach, 
Remember well to plant thee at that Door, 
Thou know'ſ it opens to the Queen's Apartment, 
Jo bind thee yet more firm ; for oh my Son, 
[ Drawing his Sword, 
With powerful Oppoſition ſhalt thou+ftrive. 
Swear on my Sword, by thy own filial Piety, 
By all our Race, by Palla, and by Jcwe, 
If any of theſe curſed toreign Tyranis, 
Thoſe Rivals of thy Father's Love and Honour, 
Shall dare to pals thro' that forbidden Entrance, 
To take his forfeit Lite tor the Intruſion. 
Tel. I i\wear — And may my Lot in future Fame 
[Telemachus kneels and kiſſes the * 
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ze good or evil but as I perform it. 
Ulyſ. Enough — I do believe thee. 
Men. Hark ! my Lord! 
[A confuſed Noiſe is heard within, 
How loud the "Tempeſt roars! The bellowing Voice 
Of wild, enthuſiaſtic, raging Mirth, 
With Peals of Clamour ſhakes the vaulted Roof. 
Tel. Such ſurely is the ſound of mighty Armies 
In Battle join'd, of Cities ſack'd at Midnight; 
Of many Waters, and united Thunders ; 
My gen'rous Soul takes fire, and half repines, 
To think (he muſt not ſhare the glorious Danger, 
Where Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords. [that ; 
UH No more, thou haſt thy Charge, look well to 
For theſe, theſe riotous Sons of Noiſe and Uproar, 
[ know their Force, and know | am Ulyſſes, 
So Fove look'd down upon the War of Atoms, 
And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 
Fair Nature, Form, and Order has not Being, 
but Diſcord and Confuſion troubled all ; 
Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he fate, 
Fd there by the eternal Law of Fate, 
date in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Pow'r ; 
And knowing what he was, he knew he was ſecure. 
[ Exeunt. 


her, 


—— — — —— — — —— _ 


ACT w. SCENE 1 


Enter Telemachus and Antinous. 
ANTINOUS. % 


HE King return'd ? So long conceal'd in Ithaca? 
Athon the King? What Words can ſpeak my 
Wonder ? 
Tel. Yes, my Antinous, tis moſt amazing, 
Tis all the mighty working of the Gods, 
Unſearchable and dark to human Eyes: 
but oh, let me conjure thee by our Friend(hip, 
e vince to thy faithful Breaſt alone I've truſted 
word. The 
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The fatal Secret, to preſerve it ſafe, 
As thou wou'dſt do the Life of thy Telemachus. 

Anti. Wrong not the Truth of your devoted Slave, 
To think he would betray you for whole Worlds. 
Have you not ſaid it, that your own dear Life, 

And all your royal Race, depends upon it? 

Far from my Lips, within my Breaſt I'll keep it; 
Nor breathe it ſoftly to myſelf alone, 

Leſt ſome officious murmuring Wind ſhould tell it, 
And babbling Echoes catch the feeble Sound. 

Tel. No, thou art true, ſuch have I ever found thee; 
But haſte, my Friend, and fummon to thy Aid 
What Force the ſhortneſs of the Time allows thee ; 
Then with thy ſwifteſt Diligence return, 

Since, as I urg'd to thee before, it may 

Import the Safety of my royal Parents. 

Some black Deſign is by theſe Stranger-Princes 
Contriv'd againſt the Honour of the Queen. 

Anti. Ere Night a buſy Rumour ran around 
Of armed Parties fecretly diſpos'd 
Between the Palace Gardens and the Sea; 

Bold Clen ſtrait and Arcas I dilpatch'd 
To ſearch the Truth; that known, with haſte to raiſe 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : 
Ere this they have obey'd me: when I've join'd 
The Pow'r their Diligence has drawn together, 
Pit wait you here again upon the Inſtant. 
[Exit Antinous. 

Tel. Oh Love, how are thy precious, ſweeteft Minutes 
Thus ever croſt, thus vex'd with Diſappointinents | 
Now Pride, now Ficklenefs, fantaflic Quarrels. | 
And ſullen Coldnels give us Pain by turns; 

Malicious meddling Chance is ever buſy 

To bring us Fears, Diſquiet, and Delays; 

And ev'n at laſt, when after all our Waiting, 
Fager, we think to ſnatch the dear-bought Bliſs, 
Ambition calls us to its tullen Cares, 

And Honour fern, impatient of Neglect, 
Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures ; 
As it we had been made for nought but Toil. 
And Love were not the Bus'neſs of our Lives. 
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*. 
Enter Eurymachus. 


Eury. The Prince yet here! Twice have I ſought, 
ſince Night, 
To paſs in private to the Queen's Apartment, 
But found him till attending at the Door; 
What can it mean ? 
Tel. It is Semanthe's Father 
Ha ! ——Sure the Gods, in pity of our Loves, 
Have deſtin'd him to ſcape LH Vengeance. [Mirth 
Eur. How comes it, gentle Youth, when Wine and 
Chear ev'ry Heart to Night, and baniſh Care, : 
| find thee penſively alone, avoiding | 
The Pleaſures and Companions of thy Youth, 
And like the Ames Slave of Sorrow, waſting 
The tedious Time in melancholy Thought? 
Tel. Behold the Ruins of my royal Houſe, - 
My Father's Abſence, and my Mother's Grief; 
Then tell me if I have not Cauſe too great 
To mourn, to pine away my- Youth in' Sadneſs. 
Eur, Our Daughter once was wont to ſhare your 
Thoughts; 
Believe me, ſhe has Reaſon to complain, 
If you prefer your Solitude to her ; 
While here you ſtay, diſconſolate and muſing, 
Lonely ſhe fits, the tender-hearted Maid, * 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abſence, 
Tel. The conſtant, faithful Service of my Life, 
My Days and Nights devoted a!l to her, 
Poorly repay the fair Semanthe's Goodneſs: 
Yet they are her's, ev'n all my Years are her's, 
My preſent Youth, my future Age is her's, 
All but this Night, which here I've ſworn to paſs, 
Revolving many a fad and heavy Thought, 
And ruminating on my wretched Fortunes. 
Eury. How ! here! —— to paſs it here 
Tel. Ev'n here, my Lord. 
Eury. Fantaſtic Accident 


Whence cou'd this 
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Well, Sir, purſue your — I have ſome Matters 
Of 
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Of great and high Import, which oggghe Inſtant 
I muſt deliver to the Queen, yur Mdther, 
Tel. Whate'er it be, you muſt of Force delay it 


Till Morning. 1 
Eury. How, delay it! tis impoſlible, 
But wherefore ? day. | 
Tel. The Queen is gone to Reſt. 
Oppreſt and waſted with the Toil of Sorrows, 
Weary as miſerable painful Hinds, 
That Jabour all the Day to get 'em Food, 
She ſeeks ſome Eaſe, ſome interval of Cares, 
From the kind God of Skep, and ſweet Repoſe. 
Ere ſhe retir'd ſhe left moſt ſtridt Command. 
None ſhou'd approach her till the Morning's Dawn. 
Eury. Whate'er thoſe Orders were, I have my Reaſons 
To think myſelf accepted : And whoe'er 
Brought you the Meſſage, through officious Haſte 
Miſtook the Queen, and bas inform you wrong. 
Tel. Not fo, my Lord; for, as Fhonour Trum, 
Ev'n from herſelf did I receive the Charge, 
Eury. Vexation and Delay !— Then tis thy own,. 
Thy Error, and thou heard'ſt not what ſnhe ſaid. 
J tell thee, Prince, tis at her own Requeſt, 
Her Bidding, that at this appointed Hour 
I wait her here; detain me then no more 00 
With tedious vain Replies, for I mult pas. 
Tel. Were it to any but Semanthe's Fatherr,Ü 
That Miſtreſs of my Reaſon and my Paſſions 
Who charming both makes both ſubmit alike," | 
Perhaps I ſhou'd in rougher Terms have anſwer'dy 
But here imperious Love demands Reſpect, 
Conſtrains my Temper, to my Speech gives Law, 
And I muſt only ſay You cannot paſs. 
Eury. Ha Who ſhall bar me? 
Tel. With the gentleſt Words, | 
Which Reverence and Duty can invent, 
I will intreat you not to do a Violence, TRL 
Where nought is meant to you but worthieſt Honour, 
Eury. Oh trifling, idle Talker know, my Purpoſe 
Is not of ſuch a light, fantaſtic Nature, 
That Iſhou'd quit it for a Boy's intreaty. 
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More than my Lift or Empire it imports, 
All that good Fortune or the Gods can do 
Depends upon it, and I will have Entrance. 

Tel. Nay then 'tis time to ſpeak like what I am, 
And tell you, Sir, you muſt not, nor you ſhall not. 

Eury, *T were ſafer for thy raſb, unthinking Youth 
To ſtand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart me; 
Beware leſt I forget thy Mother's Tears, 

The Merit of her ſoft complying Sorrows, 
Dreadful in Fury left I ruth upon thee, 

Graſp thy frail Life, and break it hke a Bubble, 
To be diffolv'd, and mix'd with common Air. 

Tel. Oh *tis long ſince that I have learnt to bold 
My Life from none, but from the Gods who gave it, 
Nor mean to reader it on any Terms, 
Unleſs thoſe heav'nly Donors aſk it back. 

Eury. Know'ſt thou what 'tis to tempt a Rage like 
But liften to me, and repent thy Folly. 

This Night, this Night ordain'd of old for Blifs, 
Mark'd from the reſt of the revolving Year, 

And ſet apart for Happineſs by Fate, 

The Charming Queen, thy Mother, is my Bride. 

Tel. Confuſion ! Curſes on the Tongue that ſpoke it! 

Eur. To- night ſhe yields, ev'n for thy ſake ſhe yields 
To-night the lovely Miſer grown indulgent 
Reveals her Stores of Beauty long reſerv'd, 

She bids me revel with the hidden Treafure, | 
And pay myſelf for all her Years of Coltneſs. 

Tel. Perdition on the Falſhood ! _ 

Eury. Dare not then | 
Tocroſs my Tranſports long 
by all the Pangs of diſappointed Love, 
Il force my Way, thus, through thy Heart's beſt Blood, 

Tel, How is my Piety and Virtue loſt, | 
Fire extinct within me! 
hear the ſacred Name of her that bore me 
Traduc'd, diſhonout'd by a Ruffian's Tongue. 
and am I tame !—Love, and ye ſofter Thoughts, 
| give you to the Winds. — Know, King of Samos, 

Thy Breath, like peſtilential Blaſts, infects 
The Air, and grows offenſive to the Gods: 
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If thou but whiſper one Word more, one Accent kw t 
Againſt my Mother's Fame, it is thy laſt. ; Th' aj 
Eury. Brav'd by a Boy—a Boy !—the Nurſe's Milk My L 
Yet moiſt upon his Lip, — feeble in Infancy, And u 
Eſſaying the firſt Rudiment of Manhood, Juſt as 
With Strength unpraQtis'd yet, and unconfirm'd, Ill bo; 
Oh Shame to Arms !—— But I have borne too long. A low 
Fly ſwift, avoid the Tempeſt of my Fury, At ſon 
Or thus I'll pour it in a Whirlwind on thee, Ye gr: 
Daſh thee to Atoms thus, and toſs thee round the World. Eury 
Tel. I laugh at all that Rage, and thus I meet it. Offer t 
EYE (They fight. Wl Sem 
Eury. Hell and Confuſion I to thy Heart Defenc 
Tel. To thine Eury 
This wr, Tu return. Sem 
Eury. The Furies ſeize thee, 
[Eurymachus fall. W O He 
Tbou'aſt ſtruck me to the Earth, blaſted my Hopes, Whar's 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee againſt me, That u 
To load me with Diſhonour—Oh my Fortune! Call to 
Where is my Name in Arms, the boaſted Trophies For jut 
N Of my paſt Life for ever loſt, defac'd, 12 Eury. 
| And raviſh'd from me by a beardleſs Stripling. Follett 
| Tel. What means this ſoft relenting in my Soul? To rain 
| What Voice is this that ſadly whiſpers to me, Ev'n all 
Behold Semanthe's Father bleeds to Death ? On him 
| Why would you urge me ? [To Eurymachus. W Robby s 
} Eury. Off, and come not near me, $emna: 
| But let me curſe my Fate, and die contented. He coul 
, Tel. And ſee he finks yet paler to the Earth, 
| The purple Torrent guſhes out impetuous, 
| And with a guilty Deluge ſtains the Ground : 
| No Help at hand! what hoa ! — Antinous. Exit Tel A 
| Eury. Let there be none, no Witneſs of my Shame 
| Nor let officious Art preſume to offer Eury. 
| Its Aid, for I have liv'd too long already. Behold } 
| | Then de 
| Enter Semanthe. It is Tele 
| | | But on 7 
Seman. Sure I have ſtaid too long, and while I ſate A helple 
Sadly artentive to the weeping Queen, But for 4 
Hearing her tell of Sorrows upon Sorrows, Telemach; 
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Ev'n to a lamentable length of Woe, 
Th' appointed Hour of Love paſs'd by unheeded ; 
My Lord perhaps will chide; Oh no !- He's gentle, 
And will not urge me with my firſt Offence. .. 
Juſt as I enter'd here, the Bird of Night | 
Ill boading ſhriek'd, and ſtrait, methought, I heard 
A low complaining Voice that ſeem'd to murmur 
At ſome hard Fate, and groan to be reliev'd. 
Ye gracious Gods be good ro my Teltmackus ! 
Eury. Ha ! What art thou that doſt thy hoſtile Oriſons 
Offer to Heaven-for my mortal Foe ? 
Seman. Guardians of Innocence, ye holy Pow'rs, 
Defend me, fave me. 
Eury. Art thou not Semantbe ? [pale ! 
Seman. My Father l- on the Ground I- bloody and 
[ Running to him, and kneeling by him. 
Oh Horror! Hortor I- Speak to me Say who — 
What curſed Hand has done this dreadful Deed ? 
That with my Cries | may call out for Juſtice, 
Call to the Gods, and to my dear Telemacbus, 
For Juſtice on my royal Fathers Murderer. 
Eury. If there be yet one God will liſten to thee, 
Sollicit him, that only equal Power, | 
To rain down Plagues, and Fire, and ſwift Deſtruction, 
Ev'n all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 
On him, who, aided by my adverſe Stars, 
Robb'd me of Glory, Love, and Life— Telemachus. 
Seman. What ſays my Father I- no !—it is impoſlible ! 
He could not—would not—for Semantbe's ſake, — 


Enter Telemachus, 


Tel. Alas! there is none near—no Help - Sema"the ! 
; [ Crying out., 
Eury. And ſee he bears the Trophy of his Conqueſt; 
Behold his Sword yet reeking with my Blood ! 
Then doubt no more, nor aſk whom thou ſhould'ſt curſe ; 
It is Telemachus on whom revenge me, 
But on Telemachus ? Why do [ leave thee 
A helpleſs Orphan in a foreign Land, 
But for Telemachus ? Who tears me from thee ? 
leltmachus. Why is thy King and Father 
C3 Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd on the Earth a cold and lifeleſs Coarſe, 
Inglorious and forgotten—Oh ! Telemachus ! 
Seman. Cruel! — unkind and cruel ! 


Dies. 


[She faints and falls upon the Body of Eurymachus, 


Tel. She faints, 
Her Cheeks are cold, and the laſt leaden Sleep _ 
Hangs beavy on her Lipz—wake, wake, Semanthe, 
Oh let me raiſe thee from this Seat of Death; 

[ Raifing her up, and ſupporting ber in his Army, 

Lift up thy Eyes — Wilt thou not ſpeak to me ? 

Seman. Let me forget the uſe of ev'ry Senſe, 
Let mie not fee, nor hear, nor ſpeak again 
Aſter that Sight, and thoſe moſt drezdful Sounds. 
Where am I now - What !— lodg'd within thy Arms! 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever, 
Swifter than Light'ning, Winds or winged Time; 
Fly from thee till there be whole Worlds to part us, 
Till Nature fix her Barriers to divide us, | 
Her frozen Regions, and her burning Zones, 
"Till Danger, Death and Hell do ſtand betwixt us, 
And make it Fate that we {hall never meet. 

Tel. Tis juſt ; I own thy Rage is juſt, Semanthe ; 
Each fatal Circumſtance is ſtrong againſt me; 
Then if thy Heart ſeverely is reſolv'd 
Never to liſten when I plead for Mercy, 
Tho! Piety and Honour join with Love, 
And humbly at thy Feet make Interceſſion; 
If thou art deaf to all, then this alone 
Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die. 

Seman. Are Love, are Piety and Honour Parricides ? 
Are they like thee? Do they delight in Blood ? 
Oh no! Celettial Sweetneſs dwells with them, 
Friendly Forgiveneſs, Gentleneſs and Peace, 
Mercy and Joy ; but thou haſt violated 
The facred Tiain, brought Murder in amongſt 'erh : 
And ſee, dilpleas'd, to Heav'n they take their Flizht, 
And have abandon'd thee and me for ever, ' 

Tel. If ſudden Futy have not chang'd thee quite, 
Tf there be any of Semarthe leſt, 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining, 
Yet, I conjure thee, hear me. - 
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And that known Voice can never charm me more. 
Tel. Be witneſs for me, Heav'n, with what Reludance 
My Hand was lifted for this fatal Stroke? 
With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, 
With Violence, with proud inſulting Scorn, 
And ignominious Threat'nings was I urg'd ; 
Long, long, I firove with riſing Indignation, 
And long reprefs'd my ſwelling, youthful Rage; 
[ groan'd, and felt an Agony within : 
Twas hard indeed — but to myſelf I ſaid, 
It is Sementhe's Father, and L' bear it. | 
Seman. And could'ſt thou not do more? Call'ſt thou 
theſe Suff' rings ? 
Theſe ſhort tumultuous, momentary Paſſions? 
What would not I have borne for thee, thou cruel one; 
For thee, fo fondly was my Heart ſet on thee, 
Forgetfel of my tender, helpleſs Sex, 
| would have wander'd over the wide World, 
Known all Calamities and all Diſtreſſes, 
Sicknets and Hunger, Cold and bitter Want; 
For thee, retit d within ſome gloomy Cave, 
| wou'd have waſted all my Days in Weeping, 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy; 
Till I had been a Story to Poſterity ; 
Till Maids, in After-times, had ſaid, Behold 
How much ſhe ſuffer'd for the Man ſhe lov'd. 
Tel. And is there any one, the moſt afflicting 
Of all thoſe Miferies Mankind is born to, 
Which for thy ſake I would refuſe ?— But oh! 
Mine was a harder, a ſeverer Taſk ; 
The Queen, my Mother, truſted to my Charge, 
\ly royal Father's Honour, and my own, 
the Pledges of eternal Fame or Infamy, 
United urg'd, and call'd upon my Sword. 
Seman. What is this yain, fantaſtic Pageant, Honour, 
This buſy, angry Thing, that ſcatters Diſcord 
Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth, 
And ſets the madding Nations in an Uproar ? 
But let it be the Worſbip of the Great, | 
Well haſt thou warn'd me, and l' make it mine; 
Yes, Prince, its dread Command ſhall be obey'd, 
Our Samian Arms ſball pour Deſtruction on you, 
C4 You 
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Your yellow Harveſts and your Towns ſhall Hase, 
[The Sword {ball rage, and univerſal Wailings 
Be heard among (t the Mothers of your Itbaca, 
"Fill War itſelt grow weary and relent, 
And that poor bleeding King be well reveng'd. 
Tel. Haſte then, and let the Trumpet ſound to Arms, 
Semanthe's Vengeance ſhall not be delay'd ; 
Prepare for Slaughter and wide-waſting Ruin, 
Prepare to feel her Wrath, ye wretched {thacans : 
Litt not a Sword, nor bend a Bow agaiaft her, 
But all, like me, with low Submiſſion meet har, 
And let us yield up our deyoted Lives, 
Nur once implore her Mercy for alas! 
Cruel Semantbe has forgot to pardon : 
For Blood, Deſtruction and Revenge ſhe calls, 
And Gentieneſs and Love are Strangers to her, 
Seman. Love ! Didſt thou ſpeak of Love ?—Oh ill- 
tim'd Thought! 
Behold it there ! behold the Love thou bear'ſt me 
Pointing to the Body of Eurymachus. 
Behold that! that !— more dreadſul than Medu/a, 
It drives my Soul back to her inmoſt Seats, 
And freezes ev'ry ſtiff ning Limb to Marble. 
Seeſt thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 
Congealing on that pale, that aſby Breaſt? 
Then mark the Face—how Pain and Rage, with all 
The Agonies of Death fit freſh upon it: 
This was my Father—Was there none on Earth, 
No Hand but thine | 
Tel. Within my own fad Heart 
I felt the Steel before it reach'd to his. 
How much more happy is bis Lot !—The Sleep 
Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace; 
While I, condemn'd to live, muſt mourn for him, 
Mourn for myſelf, and, to complete my Woes, * 
Feel all thy Pains redoubled on Telemachus. 
Seman. I know thou hat'ſt me, and that deadly Blow 
Was meant to do a Murder on Semanthe, 
But oh ! it needed not, for thy Unkindneſs 
Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword. 
If one cold Look, one angry Word had told me, ſto thee, 
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ſbould have underſtood thy cruel Purpoſe, 
date down to weep, and broke my Heart and d yd. 
Tel. It is too much, and | will bear no more; 
Oh thou unjuſt, thou lovely falſe Accuſer, 
How haſt thou _— my tender, faithful Love? 
In ſpite of all theſe Horrors of my Guilt, 
And that malignant Fate that doom'd me to it; 
In ſpite of all, I will appeal to thee, 
Ev'n to thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 
fever Maid was yet belov'd before thee, 
With ſuch Heart-aking, eager, anxious Fondneſs, 
As that with which my Soul deſires my dear Semanths; 
Seman. Deteſted be the Name of Love for ever 
Henceforth-let eaſy Maids be warn'd by me, 
No more to truſt your Breaſts that heave with ſighing, 
Your moving Accents,. and your melting Eyes; 
Whene'er you boaſt your Truth then let em fly you, 
Then ſcorn you, forr'tis then you mean Deceiving; 
|f yet there ſhould ſome fond Believer be, 
Let the falſe Man betray the Wretch like thee, 
Like thee, the loſt; repenting Fool diſclaim, 
For Crowns, Ambition, and your Idol, Fame; 
When warm, when languiſhing with ſweet Delight, ). 
Wiſhing ſhe meets-him, may he blaſt her Sight, 
With ſuch a Murder on her bridal Night! Exit. 3 
Tel. Now arm thee for the Conflict, Oh my Soul, 
And ſee how thou canſt bear Semanthe's Loſs ; 


For ſhe is loſt — moſt certain gone irrevocable. . 


Mentor, nor Athos now, my King, my Father, 

Shall need t upbraid me with th' unhappy Paſſion ; ; 
Ha ! that has wak'd a Thought—'Tis certain fo, . 
And this is all the. Work of cruel Policy: 

The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus, 
Therefore my Sword was choſen to oppoſe it, 

That it might cut the Bands of Love aſunder; 

Oh Dreamer that I was J- . 


Enter Antinous, Cleon and Arcas, with Soldiers. 
Ant. My Lord, where are you? 
Thus to his Son, our King, the great LH. 


C5. By 
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By me commands, your royal Motber's Danger 
Is now no more, ſince all the rival Princes 
Are in the Hall beſet, and ev'n this Moment 
Revenge and Slaughter are let looſe among 'em ; 
Haſte then to join your God-like Father's Arms, 
To bring your pious Valour to bis Aid, 
And ſhare the Conqueft and the Glory with him, 
Tel. Ha! com'ſt thou from the Hall, Antinous ? | 
Ant. Ev'n now, my Lotd, as | was haſting hither, 
It was my Chance to meet my royal Maſter ; 
Eager with Joy I threw me at his Feet, 
With wondrous Grace he rais'd me and embrac'd me, 
Then bid me fly to bear his Orders to you. 
By the loud Cries, the Shouts, and Claſh of Arms, 
Which, juſt as I had left him, ſtruck my Ear, 
I gueſs ere this the Combat is begun. 
Tel. Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Queen 
Is now no more: However, be thou near 
To guard her, to ſupport her, leſt the Terrors 
Of this tumultuous, this moſt dreadful Night, 
May ſhake her Soul: | will obey the King, 
— gladly loſe the Life he gave me, for him. 
And fince the Pleaſure of my Days is loſt, 
Since my Youth's deareſt, only Hopes are croſs'd, 
Careleſs of all, I'll ruſh into the War, 
Provoke the lifted Sword and pointed Spear, 
Till all o'er Wounds I fink amidſt the Slain, | 
And bleſs the friendly Hand that rids me of wy Pain. 
[Exit Tel 
Cie. Bebold, my Lord, and wander here with us; ; 
Toe Samian King! 
Ant. Eurymachus ! —2>2—>—<— "Tis he; 
Surpriſing Accident ! - Whence came this Blow ? 
But tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, | 
Nor have we time to waſte in vain Inquiry; 
Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an Enemy. _ 
Haſte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 
To ſeek her Satety with us in the City : 
If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by Force. 
Do you attend him. 
Arc. Had you ta'en my Counſel, 
The Prince ſhou'd not have ſcap'd us, 


[To the Soldier. 
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Ant. Arcas, no! 
A Life like his 4s but a ſingle Stake, 
Unworthy the Contention it might coft : 
Gaining the Queen, I have whate'er I wiſh. 
Fear of the Samian and the ſubtle King 
Forbad my coming with a ſtronger Power, 
Leſt they had ta'en th' Alarm, and turn'd upon us: 
Therefore I held it ſafer by a Wile 
To work upon the Yauth, and ſend him hence, 
And that way gain Admittance to his Mother. 
Arc. Our Ithacans, who give the King for loſt, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
Or tho' they ſhould believe it, yet will join us, 
And with united Arms aflift your Cauſe. 
Why do we linger then f Heard you that Cry? 
[Cry of Women within, 
een MW Succeſsful Clean, of his Prey poſſeis'd, 
: Leads us the way, and haſtens to the City. 
Ant. Come on, and let the crafiy-fam'd Ulyſes 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excell'd. 
Let the forſaken Huſband. vainly mourn 
His tedious Labours, and his late Return ;. 
In vain to Pallas and to Jede complain, 
That Trey and Hedber are reviv'd again, 
Pofſels'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 5 


H lengthen out my Joys with ten Years War, 
And think the reſt of Life beneath a Lover's Care. 


I. [ Exeunt. 
TY f 
U 
The CI 7 J. 
Enter ſewerally Mentor and Eumæus. 
EU MA Us. 4 
oldieri. HERE. is the Joy, the Boaſt of Conqueſt now ? 


In vain we triumph o'er our foreign Tyrants, 
do ſoon to periſh by domeſtic Foes, 
Ant, Why 
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By me commands, your royal Motber's Danger 

Is now no more, ſince all the rival Princes 

Are in the Hall beſet, and ev'n this Momen: 

Revenge and Slaughter are let looſe among em; 

Haſte then to join your_God-like Father's Arms, 

To bring your pious Valour to bis Aid, 

And ſhare the Conqueft and the Glory with him, 
Tel. Ha! com'ſt thou from the Hall, Antinous ? 
Ant, Ev'n now, my Lotd, as | was haſting hither, 

It was my Chance to meet my royal Maſter ; 


Eager with Joy I threw me at his Feet, 


With wondrous Grace he rais'd me and embrac'd me, 
Then bid me fly to bear his Orders to you. 
By the loud Cries, the Shouts, and Claſh of Arms, 
Which, juſt as I had left him, ſtruck my Ear, 
I gueſs ere this the Combat is begun. 
Tel. Yes, yes, my Friend, that Danger of the Queen 
Is now no more: However, be thou near 
To guard her, to ſupport her, leſt the Terrors 
Ot this tumultuous, this moſt dreadful Night, 
May ſhake her Soul : | will obey the King, 
And gladly loſe the Life he gave me, for him. 
And fince the Pleaſure of my Days is loſt, 
Since my Youth's deareſt, only Hopes are croſs'd, 
Careleſs of all, Ill ruſb into the War, 
Provoke the lifted Sword and pointed Spear, 
Till all o'er Wounds 1 fink amidſt the Slain, 
And bleſs the friendly Hand that rids me of wy Pain. 
[Exit Tel 
Cle. Bebold, my Lord, and wander here with us ; ; 
"The Samian King! 
Ant. Eurymachus |! —— — — is he; 
Surpriſing Accident ! — Whence came this Blow? 
But tis no matter, ſince it makes for us, | 
Nor have we time to waſte in vain Inquiry; 
Let it ſuffice that we have loſt an Enemy. _ 
Haſte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perſuade her 
To ſeek her Safety with us in the City: 
If ſhe refuſe, bear her away by Force. 
Do you attend him. 
Arc. Had you ta'en my Counſel, 
The Prince ſhou'd not have ſcap'd us, 
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Ant. Arcas, no! 
A Life like his 4s but a ſingle Stake, 
Unworthy the Contention it might coft : 
Gaining the Queen, I have whate'er I wiſh. 
Fear of the Samians and the ſubtle King 
Forbad my coming with a ſtronger Pow'r, 
Leſt they had ta'en th' Alarm, and turn'd upon us : 
Therefore I held it ſafer by a Wile 
To work upon the Youth, and ſend him hence, 
And that way gain Adwmittance to his Mother. 
Arc. Our Hthacans, who give the King for loſt, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
Or tho' they ſhould believe it, yet will join us, 
And with united Arms aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
Why do we linger then ? Heard you that Cry? 

[Cry of Women within, 
cen MW Succeſsful Cleon, of his Prey poſſeis'd, | 
Leads us the way, and haſtens to the City, 

Ant. Come on, and let the craf;y-fam'd Ulyſes 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excell'd. 
Let the forſaken Huſband, vainly mourn 
His tedious Labours, and his late Return; 
In vain to Pallas and to Jede complain, 
That Trey and Hedar are reviv'd again, 
Pofſeſs'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 1 
|| lengthen out my Joys with ten Years War, 
Aud think the reſt of Life beneath a Lover's Care. 5 


[ Exeunt. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
The CITY. 
Enter ſewverally Mentor and Eumæus. 


EUMAUS. 


oldiert. HERE. is the Joy, the Boaſt of Conqueſt now? 
In vain we triumph oer our foreign Tyrants, 
do ſoon to periſh by domeſtic Foes. 
Art, Why 
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Why ſhone the great V/;/es dreadful, fierce 
As Mars, and mighty as Phlegrean Fove ® 
Why reeks your Marble Pavement with the Slaughter 
Of rival Kings that fel] beneath his Sword, 
Victims to injur'd Honour and Revenge? 
Since by the fatal Error of Telemachus, 
The Prize for which we fought, the Queen, is loſt, 
Is yielded up a Prey to falſe Antinous. | 
Ment. He truſted in the holy Name of Friendſhip, 
And, conſcious of his own Uprightneſs, thought 
The Man. whom he had plac'd fo near his Heart * 
Had ſhar'd as well his Virtue as his Love. 
Eum. How. bears the Prince this Chance ? 
Ment. Alas ! Eumaens, 
His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder; 
Stretch'd on the damp unwholſome Earth he lies, 
Nor had my Pray'rs ar Fears the Pow'r to raiſe him. 
Now motionleſs as Death his Eyes are fix'd, 
And then anon he ftarts and caſts em upwards, 
And groaning, cries, I am th' Accurſt of Heav'n, 
My Mother! my Semanthe ? and my Mother! 
Eum. The King whoſe equal Temper, like the Gods, 
Was ever calm and conſtant to itſelf, 
Struck with the ſudden unexpected Evil, 
Was mov'd to Rage, and'chid him from his Sight. 
But now, returning to the Father's Fondneſs, 
He bade me ſeek him out, ſpeak Comfort to him, 
And bring bim to his Arms. 
Ment, Where have you left 
Our royal Maſter ? 
Eum. Near the Palace-Gate, 
Attended by thoſe few, thoſe faithful Few, 
Who dare be loyal at a time like this, 
When ev'n their utmoſt Hope is but to die for him. 
Ment. That laſt Relief, that Refuge of Deſpair 
Is all I fear is left us.. From this City. 
Each Moment brings the growing Danger nearer ;. 
There's not a Man in Itbaca but arms; 
A thouſand blazing Fires make bright the Streets, 
Huge gabbling Crouds gather, and roll along 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Breach; 
The neighb'ring Rocks, the Woods, zhe Hills, the * 
ö | iog 
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Ring with the deaf ning Sound, while bold Rebellion 
With impious Peals of Acclamation greets 

r Her trait'rous Chief Antinau. Where is then 
One Glimpſe of Safety, when we hardly number 
Our Friends a twentieth Part of this fierce Multitude ? 

Eum. Yet more, the Samians, by whoſe Arms aſſiſted 

We late prevail'd againſt the riotous Wooers, 
By ſome ſiniſter Chance have learnt the Fate 


5 Of their Dead Monarch, and call loud for Vengeance; x ü 
With cloudy Brows the ſullen Captains gather 6 
b In murm'ring Crowds around their Weeping Princeſs, | 


As if they waited from her mouraful Lips 
The Signal for Deſtruction, from her Sorrows. 
Catching new Matter to increaſe their Rage, 
And vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
But ſee ſhe comes, attended with her Guard. 

Ment. Retire, and Jet us haſte to (eek the Prince; 
This Danger threatens him : If he ſhould meet 'em, 
His Piety would be repaid with Death ; 
Nor cou'd his Youth or Godlike Courage fave him, 
Unequal oppteſs'd and cruſh'd by Numbers. 

[Exeuni Mentor and Eumzus. 


ods, 


Enter two Samian Captains, and Solaters, ſome bearing the 
Body of Eurymachus : Semanthe fo/lowing wi th Officers 
and Attendants. 


Sem. Ye valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful followers 
Of your unhappy King, juſtly perform. | 
Your pious Office to his ſacred Relics, 
Bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Coarſe ;. 
Nor let his diſcontented Ghoſt repine, 
To think his injur'd Aſhes ſhall be mix'd 
With the deteſted Earth of cruel ibaca, 

1 Capt, Oh, royal Maid, whoſe Tears look lovely on 

thee, 

Whoſe Cares the Gods ſhall favour and reward, 
Queen of our. Sames now, to whom we offer 
Our humble Homage, to whole juſt Command: 
We yow Obedience, ſuffer not the Seaman 
T' anfurl his Sails, or call the Winds to ſwell 'em, 
Till the fierce Soldier has indulg'd his Rage, 


Till 


| 
| 
| 
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Till fiom the curled Darlings of their Youth, 


And from the faireſt of their Virgin Daughters, 
We've choſe a thouſand Victims tor a Sacrifice, 
T” appeaſe the Manes of our myrder'd Lord. 
Sem. Now!] now Semanthe ! wilt thou name the Mut- 
d'rer ? 
Wilt thou direct their Vengeance where to ſtrike ? 
| [Af 
Ob my ſad Heart! Haſte to diſpoſe in Safety 
Your venerable Load ; and if you lov'd him, 
If you remember what he once was to you, 
How great, how good and gracious, yield this Proof 
Of early Faith and Duty to his Dauguter, 
Reſtrain the Soldiet's fury, till I name 
The Wretch by whom my royal Father fell. 
Let ſome attend the Body to che Shore. 
The reſt be near, and wait me. 
[Exeunt ſome with the Body; the reſi retire within 
the Scene, and wail az at a d. ſtauce. 


Enter at the other Dacr Telemachus. 


Telem. Why was I born? why ſent into the World, 
Ordain'd for miſchievous Miſdeeds, and fated 
To be the Curſe of them that gave me Being ? 
Why was this Maſs ta'en from the heap of Matter, 
Where innocent and ſenſeleſs it had reſted, | 
To be indu'd with Form, and vex'd with Motion ? 
How happy had it been for all that know me, 
If Barrenneſs had bleſs'd my Mothet's Bed; 
Nor had ſhe been diſhonour'd then, nor loft, 
Nor curſt the fatal Hour in which ſhe bore me: 
Love had not been offended for Semanthe, 
Nor had that fair One known a Father's Loſs. 
Sem, What Kind Companion of Semanthe's Woes 
Is that, who wand'ring in this dreadful Night 
Sighs out her Name with ſuch a mournful Accent ? 
Ha !—but thou art Telemachus —let Darkneſs 
Still ſpread her graomay Mantle o'er thy Viſage, 
And hide thee from thoſe weeping Eyes for ever, 


/ 


Tel. Yes, veil thy Eyes, or turn 'em far from me, 


Fly 


For who can take delight to gaze on Miſery ? 
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Fly from the Moan, the Cry of the Afflicted, 


From the complaining of a wounded Spirit, 
Leſt my contagious Griefs take hold on thee, 
And every Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 
Sem. Of ſoft enchanting Sorrows ! never was 
The voice of mourning half ſo ſweet— Oh who 
Can liſten to the Sound, and not be mov'd, 
Not bear a part, like me, and ſhare in all his Pain ? 
Alias. 
Tel. But if perhaps thy Fellow-Creature's Sufferings 
Are grown a Pleaſure to thee, (tor alas! 
Much art thou alter'o) then in me behold 
More than enough to ſatisfy thy Cruelty ; 
Behold me here the Scorn, the eaſy Prize 
Of a proteſting, faithleſs, Villain Friend. 
| have betray'd my Mother, I betray'd her, 
Ev'n I, her Son, whom with ſo many Cares 
She nurſt and fondled in her tender Boſom. 
Wou'd I had dy'd before I faw this Day! 
| left her, I torſook her in Diſtreſs, 
And gave her to the Mercy of a Raviſher. 
Sem. Yes, I have heard, with Grief of Mind re- 
doubled, f 
The too bard Fortune of the pious Queen; 
For her my Eyes inlarge and ſwell their Streams, 
Tho' well thou know'ſt what Cauſe they had before 
To laviſh all their Tears: I pity her, 
I mourn her injur'd Virtue ; but for thee, 
Whate'er the righteous Gods have made thee ſuffer, 
Juſt is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes, 
Tel. Tis Juſtice all, and ſee I bow me down 
With Patience and Submiſſion to the Blow, 
Nor is it fit that ſuch a Wretch as I am 
Should. walk with Face erect upon the Earth, 
And hold Society with Man- Oh therefore 
Let me conjure thee by thoſe tender Ties 
Which held us once, when I was dear to thee, 
And thou to me, as Life to living Creatures, 
Or Light and Heat to univerſal Nature, 
The Comfort and Condition of its Being, 
Compleat th' imperfe& Vengeance of the Gods, 
Call forth the valiant Samians to thy Aid, 1 
ä l 
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Bid 'em ſtrike here, and here revenge Till my 
Sem. Oh hold, And ev 

Stay thy raſh Tongue, nor let it ſpeak of Horrors ve.— 

That may be fatal to — Tel. 

Tel. What mean'ſt thou? - W Their | 

Sem. Something My Lo 
For which I want a Name — Is there none near? Prevent 

| [ Looking about, That fe 
No conſcious Ear to catch the guilty Sound ? And ye 
None to upbraid my Weakneſs, call me Parricide, Sem. 
And charge me as conſenting to the Murder ? 
For oh my Shame ! my Shame ! 1 muſt confeſs it, For tis 
Tho' Piety and Honour urg'd me on, Fix'd a- 
Tho' Rage and Grief had wrought me to DiſtraQion, Accord 
I durſt not, chu'd not, wou'd not once accuſe thee. Ordain 

Tel. And wherefore art thou merciful in vain ? Tis cer 
Oh do not load me with that Burden, Lite, Which 
Unleſs thou give me Love, to chear my Labours. Than t. 
Tell me, Semanthe, is it, is it thus Tel. | 
The Bride and Bridegroom meet? Are Tears and To mal 

Mourning, No oth 
This Bitterneſs of Grief, and theſe Lamentings, No oth 
Are theſe the Portion of our nuptial Night ? 

Sem. But thou, thou only didft prevent the Joy; Sem, 
'Tis thou haſt turn'd the Bleſſing to a Curſe; Staind 
Live thereſore, live, and be, if it be poſſible, The Ge 
As great a Wreich as thou haſt made Semanthe. Yes, I. 

' Tel. It ſhall be fo, ——1 will be faithfol to thee, . Where 
For Days, for Months, for Years I will be miſerable, No mor 
Protract my Suff rings ev'n to hoary Age, Feed on 
And linger out a tedious Life in Pain; Where! 
In ſpite of Sickneſs and a broken Heart, Tedious 
I will endure for- Ages to obey thee. Waſted 

Sem. Oh never ſhalt thow know Sorrows like mine, . Tel. | 
Never deſpair, never be curs'd, as I am. 

Yes, I will open my afflicted Breaſt, That an 
And ſadly ſhew thee every ſecret Pain; Hencefo 
Tho! Hell and Darkueſs with new Monſters teem, Nor hea 
Tho Furies hideous to behold aſcend, Let mig] 
Toſs their infernal Flames, and yell around me; Arm for 
Tho' my offended Father's angry-Ghoſt* Spring. 
Shou'd riſe all pale and bloody juſt before me, And Wir 


Till 


out, 


Till 
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Till my Hair ſtarted up, my Sight were blaſted, 
And ev'ry trembling Fibre ſhook with Horror ; 
Yel———yet Oh. yet I muſt confeſs I love thee! 

Tel. Then let our envious Stars oppoſe in vain 

Their baleful Influence, to thwart our Joys ; 

My Love thall get the better of our Fate, 

Prevent the Malice of that hard Decree, 

That feem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows ; 

And yet in ſpite of all we will be happy. ö 

Sem, Let not that vain, that faithleſs Hope deceive 

thee, . | 
For 'tis reſolv'd, 'tis certainly decreed, 
Fix'd as that Law, by which imperial Jove 
According to his Preſcience and his Pow'r, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil ; 
Tis certain, ev'n our Love, and all the Migries 
Which muſt attend that Love, are not more certain, 
Than that this Moment we muſt part for ever. 

Tel. How !—part for ever ? — That's a way indeed 
To make us miſerable. Is there none, | 
No other fad Alternative of Grief, 

No other Choice but this? — What, muſt we part for 
ever ? 

Sem. Oh ſigh not, nor complain Is not thy Hand 
Stain'd with my Father's Blood ? Juſtice and Nature, 
The Gods demand it, and we muſt obey : 

Yes, I muſt go, the preſſing Minutes call me, 
Where theſe fond Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more, 
No more with languiſhing Delight gaze on thee, 
Feed on thy Face, and fill my Heart with Pleaſure z 
Where Day and Night ſhall follow one another, 
Tedious alike and irkſome, and alike 
Waſted in weary Lonelineſs and Weeping. : 
Tel. Here then, my Soul, take thy farewel of Happi- 
neſs ; 
That and Semanthe fly together from thee ; 
Henceforth renounce all Commerce with the World, 
Nor hear, nor ſee, nor once regard what paſſes. 
Let mighty Kings contend, ambitious Youth 
Arm for the Battle; Seaſons come and go, 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleaſures, 
And Winter with its filver Froſt ; let Nature 
Diſplay 
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Diſplay in vain her various Pomp before thee, 
"Tis wretched all, tis all not worth thy Care, 
'Tis all a Wilderneſs without Semanthe. — 
Sem. One laſt, one guilty Proof, how much I love thee, 
(Forgive it Gods ) Ceraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me ere I part from Ithaca. 
That done, I'll haſte, FI) fly, as I have ſworn 
For thy lov'd fake, far from the Sight of Man, 
Fly to the pathlefs Wilds, and ſacred ſhades, 
Where Dryadi and the Mountain Nymphs refort ; 
There beg the rural Deities to pity me, | 
To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills 
Like Cyparifſus grow a mournful Tree; 
Or melt like weeping Byblis to a Fountain. 
Tel. Since Fate divides us then, ſince I muſt loſe thee, 
For Pity's ſake, for Love's, Ob ſuffer me 
Thus languiſhing, thus dying to approach thee, | 
And ſigh my laſt Adieu upon thy Boſom: | 
Permit me thus, to fold thee in my Arms, 
To preſs thee to my Heart, to taſte thy Sweets, 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with Delight, 
Thus for my laſt of Moments gaze upon thee, 
Thou beſt thou only Joy thou loſt Semanthe /! 
Sem. For ever I could liſten - But the Gods, 
The cruel Gods forbid, and thus they part us. 
Remember Oh remember me, Telemachus ! 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me; but no manter, 
I will be true to thee, preſerve thee ever 
The ſad Companion of this taithful Breaſt, 
White Life and Thought remain, and when at laſt 
I feel the icy Hand of Death prevail, 
My Heart-ſtrings break, and all my Senſes fail, 
Ill fix thy Image in my cloſing Eye, | 
Sigh tby dear Name, then lay me down and die. Exil. 


Manet Telemachus. 


Tel. And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 
Abandon'd Wretch !—The King thy Father comes, 
Fly from his angry Frown—No matter whither, 
Seek for the darkeſt Covert of the Night, 

Seek out for Death, and ſee if that can hide thee, 
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[f there be any Refuge thou canſt prove, 


Safe from purſuing Sorrow, Shame and anxious 1. 
it, 


Enter Ulyſſes, Eumzus and Attendants. 


UH, To doubt if there be Juſtice with the Gods, 
Or if they care for aught below, were impious. 
Oft have 1 try'd, and ever found 'em faithful, 
In all the various Perils of my Life, 
In Battles, in the midſt of flaming Troy, 
In ſtormy Seas, in thoſe dread Regions where 
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark Abode, 
Divided from this World, and Borderers on Hell ; 
Ev'n there the Providence of Jou was with me, 
Defended, chear'd, and bore me thro' the Danger; 
Nor is bis Pow'r, nor is my Virtue leſs, 
That I ſhould fear this rude tumultuous Herd. 

Eu. So feeble is our Band, ſo few our Friends, 
We hope not Safety from ourſelves, but thee ; 
In thee our King we truſt, in thee thou Hero, 
Favour'd of Heav'n, in all thy Wars viQorious. 
But ſee where proud Rebellion comes againſt thee, ah 

ut, 

Severely fierce, and breathing bold Defiance ; 
Now let our Courage and our Faith be try'd, 
And if, unequal to thy great Example, | 
We cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee, 


Shout ; Drums and Trumpets : Then Enter Antingus, Cle- 
on, and Soldiers. 


Ant. What bold Invader of our Laws and Freedom 
Ulurps the ſacred Name of King in Ithaca ? 
Who dares to play the Tyrant in our State, 
And in deſpite of hoſpitable Jove, 
Defames our Iſl ind with the Blood of Strangers? 

DH Have you forgot me then, you Men of Ithaca ? 
Did! for this, amongſt the Grecian Heroes, 
Go forth to Battle in my Country's Cauſe ? 
Have I by Arms, and by ſucceſsful Counſels, 
Deferv'd a Name from 4/ia's wealthy Shores. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n to the weſtern Ocean, to thoſe Bounds 
That mark the Great Alcides' utmoft Labours, 


And am I yet a Stranger bere—at home ? [tions, 


Ant. And wherefore didſt thou leave thoſe diſtant Na- And thee 


Thro' which thy Name and mighty Deeds were ſpread? Þ 


We never fought to know thee, and now known 
Regard thee not, unleſs it be to puniſh 
Thy Violation of our public Peace. 


DU, And doſt thou dare, doſt thou, audacious Slave, 


Thou raſh Miſleader of this giddy Crowd, 
Doſt thou preſume to match thyſelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his People? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy Maſter, 
Yet it had made me ſomething more than thou art, 
Then when it made me what I am—Uhy/es. 
Ant. Then be Ugſſes ! Echo it again, 
And ſee what Homage theſe will pay the Sound; 


Tell 'em the Story of your Trojan Wars, 
How Hector drove you headlong to the Shore; 
And threw his hoſtile Fires amidft your Fleet; 


Then mark with what Applauſe they will receive thee. 


Say, Countrymen, will you revenge the Princes 
This Wanderer has ſlain, and join with me ? 
Omnes. Antinons ! Anlinous ! 


Anti. What of your Monarch ? 


IJ And let th 


Pointing to the Soldiers, 4 


ö 


Omnes, Drive him out to Baniſhment. [careleſs, ; 


Ulyſ. Were there no Gods in Heav'n, or were they 


And Fove had long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
And dart Deſtruction down an Crimes like thine ; 
Yet, Traitor, hope not thou to 'ſcape from Juſtice, 
Nor let rebellious Numbers ſwell thy Pride ; 

For know.. Ulyſſes is alone ſufficient 

To puniſh thee, and on thy perjur'd Head 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love and injur'd Majeſty. 


Ant. And fee I ſtand prepar'd to meet thy Vengeance: 5 


Exert thy kingly Pow'r, and ſummon all 

Thy uſetul Arts and Courage to thy Aid; 

And fince thy faithful Diomede is abſent, 

Since valiant Ajax, with his ſevenfold Shield, 
No mote ſhall interpoſe 'twixt thee and Danger, 
Invoke thoſe friendly Gods whoſe Care thou art, 


And 
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Ind let them ſave thee, now aſſert thy Cauſe, 
ud render back to thy deſpairing Arms | 
Ns, FY The beauteous Queen, whom in deſpite of them 
Na- BY and thee this happy Night I made my Prize. 
d? FE Hear this, ye Gods! he triumphs in the Rape, 
I oſt glorious Villain! But we pauſe too long ; 
On then, and tempt our Fate, my gallant Friends; 
From this Defier of the Gods, this Monſter, 
ve, Let us redeem my Queen, of die together: 
Ind, equal to our great Forefather's Fame, 
Deſcend and join thoſe Demy-Gods of Greece, 
ho with their Blood enrich'd the Dardan Plains, 
To vindicate a Huſband's ſacred Right. 


Shout : Then Enter Arcas wounded. 


.. What means that ſudden Thunder-clap of Tumult? 
ters, © Art thou not Arca: Thou art faint and bloody. | 
Arc. I've paid you the laſt Office of my Friendſhip ; 
Scarce have I Breath enough to ſpeak your Danger : 
The furious Samiam, led by young Telemachus, 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce, and bearing all before em, 
Have from the Caſtle forc'd the captive Queen ; 
Fir d with Succeſs, they drive our fainting Troops, 
And hither urge their Way with threat'ning Cries, 
Loudly demanding your devoted Head, 
A juſt Atonement tor their murder Lord. 
Ul. Celeſtial Pow'rs ! ye Guardians of the Juſt ! 
This Wond'rous Work is your's, and your's be all the 
Praiſe. | 
Ant. Confuſion !—Wherefore,didſt not thou proclaim 
My Innocence, and warn them of their Error ? [Soul 
Arc. Behold theſe Wounds, through which my parting 
ls haſting forth, and judge my Truth by them: 
Whate'er I cou'd I urg'd in thy Defence, 
But all was vain ; with clamorous Impatience | 
They broke upon my Speech, and (wore 'twas falſe. 
Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accus'd thee, 
And fix'd ber royal Fatber's Death on thee. "= 
if any way be left yet, haſte and fly; 1 
Ti incouſtant faithleſs Ithacan- join with 'em, 1 
And | 


Ice: 


And 
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And all is loſt — What dearer Pledge than Life 
Can Friend(bip aſł ? Behold I give it for thee. 
| Dies. Shout. 
CY. They come, Succeſs and Happineſs attend us, 
Pallas, and my vietorious Son fight for us. 
Ant. Thou and thy Gods at laſt have got the better, 
[To Ulyſſes, 
Yet know I ſcorn to fly; that great Ambition, 
That bid me firſt aſpire to Love and Empire, 
Still brightly burns, and animates my Soul. 
Be true, my Sword, and let me fall reveng'd, 
And [ll forgive ill Fortune all beſides. 
(Ulyſſes, Antinous, and their Parties fight, 


Enter Telemachus, Ceraunus, and Samian Soldiers, they 
join Ulyſſes, and drive Antinous, Cleon, and the reft 


off the Stage. Then enter at one Door Ulyſſes, at the o- | 


ther the Queen, Mentor, and Attendants. 


Ub, My Queen ! my Love! [Embracing. | 


Queen. My Hero ! my Ulyſſes ! 
Once more thou art reſtor'd, once more I hold thee. 
At length the Gods have prov'd us to the utmoſt, 
Are ſatisfy'd with what we have endur'd, 
And never will affli& nor part us more. 
"Tis not in Words to tell thee what I've felt, 
The Sorrows and the Fears ; ev'n yet I tremble, 
Ev'n yet the fierce Ideas ſhock my Soul, . 
And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. 

Ment. A Turn fo happy, and ſo unexpected, 
None but thoſe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus'd it, 
Cou'd have foreſeen : The beauteous Samian Princeſs, 
Within whoſe gentle Breaſt, Revenge and Tenderneſs 
Long ſtrove, and long maintain'd a doubtful Conflict, 
At length was vanquith'd by prevailing Love; 
And happily to fave the Prince, imputed 
To falſe Antinous, her Father's Death; 
Heav'n has approv'd the Fraud of fond Affection, 
The juſt Deceit, a Falſhood fair as Truth, 
Since tis to that alone we owe your Safety. | 
Enter 
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Enter Telemachus. 7. 


„7. Here let me kneel, and with my Tears atone 
. ®. ¶ Kneeling... 
J The raſh Offences of my heedleſs Youth, | 
r. (Ulyſſes rai/es bin. 
. BY Here offer the firſt Trophies of my Sword, 
And once more hail my Father King of 1thaca. 
Antinous, the Rebel FaRion's Chief, | 
Is now no more, and your repenting People 
Wait with united Homage to receive you; 
Y The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqueſt, 
t. BY Haſte to embark, and ſet their ſwelling Sails 
To bear the ſad Semanthe back to Samos; 
oy like the chearful Morning dawns on all, 
And none but your unhappy Son ſhall mourn. 
* g Like thee the Pangs of parting Love Pe 
2 known, | 1 N 
J My Heart like thine has bled - But oh]! my Son, 
ww. FJ Sigh not, nor of the common Lot complain, 
Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain ; 
For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years 
ul ſpent in Toil, and exercis'd in Cares: 
AJ Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at laſt, 
aud well reward me here for all my Sorrows paſt. 


LExeunt. 
EPILOGUE. 
In | 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIR DLE. 


] UST going to take Water, at the Stairs 

I flopp'd, and came again to beg your Pray'rs ; 
| Heu fee how ill my Love = been repaid, 

mer i That I am like to live and die a Maid; 


Poetic 
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Poetic Rules and Fuſlice ts maintain, 
T to the Woods am order d back agoin 
To Madam Cynthia, and ber wirgin Train. r 
*Tis an uncomfortable Life they lead; L. 


| _ Quilis and Down, the filvan Bed | 
ith Skins of Beafts, with Leaves and Moſs, is ſpread ; 

No Morning f oilets do their Chambers grace, 

Where famous Pearl Coſmetics find a Place, 

With Powder for the Teeth, and Plaiſter for the Face. 
But, in Defiance of Completion, they, 

Lide arrant Houſewives, riſe by brtak of Day, 

Cut a brown Cruſt, ſaddle their Nags, and mounting 
In ſcorn of the Green-Sichneſs ride a hunting : 

Your Sal, and Harts-horn Drops, they deal not in; 
T hey have no Vapours, nor no witty Spleen. 

No Coffee to be had; and I am told, | 

As to the Tera, they drink, "tis mtly cold. 

For Converſation, nothing tan be awor/e, 

"Tis all among them/e:wes, and that's the Curſe : 
One Topic there, as hore, does ſeldom fail, 

We Women rarely want a Theme to rail; = 
But bating that one Pleaſure of backbiting, 
There is no earthly Thing they can delight in. | 
There are no Indian Houſes, to drop in | 15 frufl 
And fancy Stuffs, and chooſe a pretty Screen, | 


- 


To while away an Hour or /o I ſwear _—_— 
Theſe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear: 

And if ſome unexpefted Friend appear, . 

The De'il! — Who cou'd have thought to meet you here] 


We ſbould but very badly entertain 
You that delight in Toaſting and Champaign, | 
But keep your tender Per ſons ſafe at home; x: 
We know you bate hard Riding But if ſome 
Tough, honeſl, Country Fox-bunter won d cume, 
8 our Goddeſs, and ber maiden Court, 
'Tis ten to one but wwe may ſhew him Sport. 
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Her RoyYALHIOGHNES S 
THE 
PrincEesSOd I ALE S. 


MAaDamM, 

Princeſs of the ſame Royal Blood to which 
you ere lo cloſely and fo happily ally'd, pre- 
ſumes to throw herſelf at the Feet of Yuur 
ROYAL Hicuness for Protection. The Cha- 
raQer of that excellent Lady, as it is delivered down to 
us in Hiſtory, is very near the ſame with the PiQture 1 
have endeavoured to draw of her : And if, in the Poeti- 
cal Colouring, I have aim'd at heightening and improv- 
ing ſome of the Features, it was only to make her more 
worthy of thoſe illuftrious Hands to which 1 always in- 
tended to preſent it. 

As the Britiſh Nation in general is [nfinitely indebted 
ts Your RovAL HiGHNEss, ſo every particulor Perion 
mongſt us ought to contribute, accoiding to their ſeve- 
al Capacities and Abilities, towards the dilcharging 
that public Obligation, 

We are your Debtors, Mapan, for the Preference 
You gave us, in chooſing to wear the Britiſh rather than 
the Imperial Crown; tor giving the beſt Daughter to 
our KING, and the beſt Wile to our Prince. It is to 
Your Royal Hicuness we owe the Security that 
hall be delivered down to our Children's Children, by 
1 molt hopeful and beautiful, as well as a numerous 
Royal Iſſue, Thele are the Bonds of our Civil Duty: 
hut Your Rovar, Hicnxess has laid us under others 
Yet more ſacred and engaging ; I mean, thoſe of Reli- 
gion. You are not only the Brighteſt Ornament, but the 
Paironels and Deſender of our Holy Faith. 

A 2 Nor 


1 


Nor is it Britain alone, but the World, but the pre- ; 


ſent and all ſucceeding Ages, who ſhall blets Your 
Royal Name, for the greateſt Example that can be 
giv'n of a diſintereſted Piety and unſhaken Conſtancy. 
"This is w hat we may certainly reckon amongſt the Benefits 
Your ROYAL HiGnness has conterr'd upon us. Tho“ 


at the ſame Time, how partial ſoever we may be to out- 


ſelves, we ought not to believe you declined the Firſt 
Crown of Europe in Regard to Britain only. No, Ma- 


DAM, it is in Juſtice to Your ROYAL Hicnnkss that 
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we muſt confels, you had more excellent Motives for ſo 


great an AQion as that was; fince you did it in Obedi- 
H 
All Things that are Great have been offered to You ; Þ 


* 
ids » 


ence to the Dictates ot Reaſon and Conſcience, for the 
Sake of "I rve Religion, and for the Honour of G00. 


and all Things that are Gocd and Happy, as well in this 
World as a better, ſhall became the Reward of ſuch 
exalted Virtue and Fiety, The Bleflings of our Nation,“ 
the Prayers of our Church, with the faithful Service of, 
all Good Men, ſhall, wait upon Your Royal Hin- 
And whenever, tor the Fu-F 


NESS as long as you live. 


nifluentot this Land you ſhall be taken from us, your 
Sacred Name ſhall be dear to Remembrance, and Al-“ 
trighty GOD, who alone is able, ſhail beſtow upon you Þ 


the Fulinci: of Recompence. 


An:ongft the ieveral Offerings of Duty which are 
made to zuu here, be gracicuſly plealed to accept of 
this unworthy I rifle; which is with the greateit Re-“ 


ſpec̃t and lowe'!t Submiſſion, preſented to Your R 
HicnNness, by, 


MADAM, 
Your ROYAL Hicnxess's 
moſt chedlient, 
meſ/t devoted, and 
moſt faithful 


humble Servant, 


N. Rowe | 
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THE | 


PREFACE. 


H O' I have very little Inclination to write Pre- 
faces before Works of this Nature, yet upon this 
> BFzurticular Occaſion, I cannot but think myſelf oblig'd 
Js give ſome ſhort account of this Play, as well in juſ- 
ice to myſelf, as to a very learned and ingenious Gen- 
eman, my Friend, who is dead. The Perſon I mean 
Jas Mr. Smith, of Chrift-Church, Oxon : One whoſe 
character I could with great Pleaſure enter into, if it was 
Ind already very well known to the World. As I had the 

FF iippineſs to be intimately acquainted with him, he often 
old me that he deſign'd writing a Tragedy upon the 
Lory of the Lady Fane Gray; and if he had liv'd, I 
Y hould never have thought of meddling with it myſelf. 
ut as he died without doing it, in the beginning of the 

FF it Summer, I refolv'd to undertake it. And, indeed, 
Ide Hopes I had of receiving ſome conſiderable aſſiſt- 
FJ ince from the Papers he left behind him, were one of the 
FJ vincipal Motives that induc'd me to go about it. "Theſe 
Y bapers were in the Hands of Mr. Ducket ; to whom my 
rend Mr. Thomas Burnet was ſo kind as to write, 
ind procure them for me. The leaſt return I can make 
Jo choſe Gentlemen, is this public Acknowledgment of 
beir great Civility on this occaſion. I muſt confeſs be- 
be theſe Papers came to my hand, I had entirely formic. 
de Deſign, or Fable of my own Play: And when | 
ame to look them over, I found it was different from 
at which Mr. Smith intended; the Plan of his being 
aun after that which is in Print of Mr. Banks ; at 
east 1 thought ſo, by what I could pick out of his Pa- 
JJ's. To fay the Truth, I was a goed deal ſurpriz'd 
. 3 and 


6 
and diſappointed at the Sight of them. I hop'd to hare 
met with great part of the Play written to wy band, 
or at leaſt the whole Deſign regularly drawn out. la- 
ſtead of that, I found the Quantity of about two Quires 
of Paper written over in odd Pieces, blotted, interlin*d 
and con us d. What was contain'd in them in general, 
was loote hints of Sentiments, and ſhort obſcure Sketches 
ot Scenes. But how they were to be apply'd, or in what 
Order they were to-be rang'd, | could not by any Di- 
ligence of Mine, (and I look'd them very carefully over 
more than once) come to underſtand. One Scene there 
was, and one only, that ſeem'd pretty near perfect; in 
which Lord Guilford ſingly pertwades the Lady Fane to 
take the Crown. From that I borrow'd all that I could, 
and inſerted it in my own third act. But indeed the 


Manner and Turn of his Fable was ſo different from 


mine, that I cou'd not take above five and twenty or 
thirty Lines at the moſt ; and ev'n in thoſe I was _ 
to make ſome Alteration, I ſhould have been very glad 


to have come into a Partnerſhip of Reputation with ſo 
fine a Writer as Mr. Smith was; but in Truth his © 


Hints were ſo ſhort and dark, (many of them mark'd 


even in Short-hand) that they were of little Uſe ot 
They might have ſerv'd as Indexes to 
his own Memory, and he might have form'd a Play out Þ 
In one 


Service to me. 


of them; but I dare ſay, no body elſe could. 


part of his Deſign, he ſeems to differ from Mr. Banks, | 


whoſe Tale he generally deſign'd to follow; ſince | 


oblerv'd in many of thele ſhort Sketches of Scenes, he 
had introduc'd Queen Mary. He ſeem'd to intend het 
Character pitiful and inclining to Mercy, but urg'd on 
to Cruelty by Rage and bloody Diſpoſitions of Bonner 
This Hint I had likewiſe taken from ? 
the late Biſhop of Saliſbury's Hiſtory of the Reforma- | 
non; who lays, and I believe, very juſtly, the hoiti- 


and Gardiner. 


hte Cruelties that were acted at that time, rather to the 
charge of that perſecuting Spirit by which the Clergy 


were then animated, than to the Queen's own natural 
Diſpeſition. 


Many 
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Many People believ'd, or at leaſt ſaid, that Mr. 
I Snith left a Play very near entire behind him. All that 

[am ſorry for, is, that it was not ſo in fact; I ſhould 
have made no ſcruple of taking three, four, or even 
the whole five Acts from him; but then I hope I ſhould 
have had the Honeſty to let the World know they were 
his, and not take another Man's Reputation to myſelf. 

This is what I thought neceſſary to ſay, as well on my 
own Account, as in regard to the Memory of my Friend. 

For the Play, ſuch as it is; I leave it to proſper as it 
can; I have reſolv'd never to trouble the World with 
any public Apologies for my. Writings of this kind, as 
much as I have been provok'd to it. I ſhall turn this my 
ale youngeſt Child out into the World with no other provi- 

= don than a ſaying which I remember to have ſeen be- 
dne bre one of Mrs. Bebn's : 


Fa! min Enfant, prend ta Fortune. 
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and diſappointed at the Sight of them. 


or at leaſt the whole Deſign regularly drawn out. 
ſtead of that, I found the Quantity ot about two Quires 
of Paper written over in odd Pieces, blotted, interlin'd 
and canius'd, What was contain'd in them in general, 
was loole hints of Sentiments, and ſhort obſcure Sketches 
ot Scenes. But how they were to be apply'd, or in what 
Order they were to be rang'd, | could not by any Di- 
ligence of Mine, (and I look'd them very carefully over 


more than once) come to underſtand. One Scene there & 
was, and one only, that ſeem'd pretty near perfect; in 


T hop'd to have þ Snith le. 


met with great part of the Play written to my band, 


In- have ma 


I the whol 


which Lord Guilford ſingly petſwades the Lady Fane to 


take the Crown. 


Manner and Turn of his Fable was fo different from 


mine, that I cou'd not take above five and twenty or 
thirty Lines at the molt ; and ev'n in thoſe I was wage | 

ad Þ 
to have come into a Partnerſhip of Reputation with ſo 
fine a Writer as Mr. Smith was; but in Truth his © 


to make ſome Alteration. I ſhould have been very g 


Hints were ſo ſhort and dark, (many of them mark'd 


even in Short-hand) that they were of little Uſe or 
They might have ſerv'd as Indexes to 
his own Memory, and he might have form'd a Play out 
In one 
part of his Deſign, he ſeems to differ from Mr. Bangs, 
whoſe Tale he generally deſign'd to follow; ſince | | 
obſerv'd in many of theſe ſhort Sketches of Scenes, he 
had introduc'd Queen Mary. He ſeem'd to intend het 
Character pitiful and inclining to Mercy, but urg'd on 
to Cruelty by Rage and bloody Diſpoſitions of Bonner 
This Hint I had likewiſe taken from Þ 
the late Biſhop of Saliſbury's Hiſtory of the Reforna- 
non; who lays, and I believe, very juſtly, the horri- 
hte Cruelties that were acted at that time, rather to the 
charge of that perſecuting Spirit by which the Clergy ? 


Service to me. 


of them; but I dare ſay, no body elſe could. 


and Gardiner. 


were then animated, than to the Queen's own natural 
Diſpeſition. | 


Many : 


From that I borrow'd all that I could, 7 
and inſerted it in my own third act. But indeed the 
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ä We off 
Many People believ'd, or at leaſt ſaid, what Mr. 
'J Smith left a Play very near entire behind him, All that 
am ſorry for, is, that it was not ſo in fact; I ſhould 
bave made no ſcruple of taking three, four, or even 
FJ the whole five Acts from him; but then I hope I ſhould 
have had the Hineſty to let the World know they were 
ral, bis, and not take another Man's Reputation to myſelf. 
hes | This is what I-thought neceſſary to ſay, as well on my 
hat own Account, as in regard to the Memory of my Friend. 
Di. Per the Play, ſuch as it is, I leave it to proſper as it 
ver can; I have reſolv'd never to trouble the World with 
ere bY any public Apologies for my. Writings of this kind, as 
n much as Thave been provok'd to it. I ſhall turn this my 
to IF youngeſt Child out into the World with no other provi- 

don than a ſaying which I remember to have ſeen be- 
'Ore one of Mrs. Bebn's: 


Fa! man Enfant, prend ta Fortune. 
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j 
PROLOGUE,| 


Spoken by Mr. BoorT ns. 


1 the nobleſt Subject ſavells our Scene, 

A Herione, a Martyr, and a Queen ; 

And tho“ the Poet dares not boaſt his Art, 

The very Theme ſhall ſome great thing impart, 

To warm the gen*rous Soul, and touch the tender Heart. 

Yo you, fair Fudges, we the Cauſe ſubmit 

Your Eyes ſhall tell us how the Tale is writ. 

If your ſoft Pity waits upon our Woe, 

If filent Tears for ſuff ring Virtue flow ; 

Your Grief the Muſes Labour ſhall confeſs, 

The lively Paſſions, and the juſt Diſtreſs. 

Oh ! cou'd our Author's Pencil juſtly paint, 

Such as ſhe was in Life, the beauteous Saint ; 

Boldly your flrit Attention might we claim, 

And bid you mark, and Copy out the Dame. 

No wandring Glance one wanton Thought confeſs'd, 

No gu Wiſh inflam'd her ſpotleſs Breaft : 

The only Love that warm'd her blooming Youth, 

Was Huſbond, England, Liberty, and Truth. 

For theſe ſhe fell; while, awith. tos weak a Hand, 

She Rirove to ſave a blind ungrateful Land. 

But thus the ſecret laws of Fate ordain, 

WiLLIAaM's Great Hand was doom'd to break that 
Chain, 

And end the Hepes of Rome's. tyr annic Reign, 

For ever as the circling Years return, 

Ye grateful Britons! crown the Hero's Urn; 
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{ . his juſt Care you ev'ry Bleſſing owe, 
ß lich or his own, or following Reigns beſtow : 


Tho his hard Fate a Father's Nams denꝭ' d, 

To you a Father, he that loſs ſupply*d. 

Then while you vie u the royal Line's Increaſe, 
And count the Pledges of your future Peace ; 
From this great Stock while ſtill new Glories come, 
Conqueſt abroad, and Liberty at home ; 

While you behold the Beautiful and Brave, 

Bright Princeſſes to grace you, Kings to ſave, 
Enjoy the Gift, but bleſs the Hand that gave. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. i Lad! 

M E N. 1 
DUKE of Northumberland, Mr. Mills, | 
Duke of Suffolk, Mr. Bowman. 2 

Lord Guilford Dudley, Mr. Booth. 1 * 

Earl of Pembroke, g Mr. Elrington. 
Earl of Suſſex, Mr. Ryan. 
Gardiner, Biſhop of Wincheſter, Mr. Cibber. | 
Sir John Gates, Mr. Shephard. | 
Lieutenant of the Tower, Mr. Quin. } 
- o M EN. 
Dutcheſs of Suf/k, | Mrs. P:rter. q 
Lady Fane Gray, Mrs. Oldfield. 


Lords of the Council, Gentlemen, Guards, Women and | 
Attendants. . 
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Enter the Duke of Northumberland, Duke of Suffolk, 
and Sir John Gates, 


NORTHUMBERLAND. 
IS all in vain ; Heay'n has requir'd its Pledge, 
And he muſt die, 

Suff. Is there an honeſt Heart, 
That loves our England, does not mourn for Edward ? 
The Genius of our Iſle is ſhook with Sorrow, 
He bows his venerable Head with, Pain, 
And labours with the Sickneſs of his Lord. 
Religion melts in ev'ry holy Eye, 
All comfortleſs, afflicted and forlorn 
She fits on Earth, and weeps upon her Croſs: 
Weary of Man, and his deteſted Ways, 


Even now ſhe ſeems to meditate her Flight, 
And waft her Angel to the Thrones above. -[Lofs, 


Nort. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heavielt 
With him our holy Faith is doom'd to ſuffer ; 
Wich him our Church ſball veil her ſacred Frent, 
That late from Heaps of Gotbic Ruins roſe, 

In her firft native ſimple Majeſty ; 

The Toil of Saints, and Price of Martyrs Blood, 
Shall fail with Edzvard, and again old Rome 

Shall ſpread her Banners; and her Monkiſh Hoft, 
Pride, Ignorance, and Rapine ſhall return ; 

Blind bloody Zeal and cruel Prieſtly Power, 

Shall ſcourge the Land for ten dark Ages more. 


Gat. Is there no Help in all the healing Art, 
No 


12 Lady Jane Gray. 

No potent Juice or Drug to fave a Lite 

So precious, and prevent a Nation's Fate? 
Nort. What has been left untry'd that Art could do? 

The hoary wrinkled Leech has watch'd and toil'd, 

Try'd ev'ry Health-reftoring Herb and Gum, 

And weary'd out his painful Skill in vain. 

Cloſe like a Dragon folded in his Den, 

Some lecret Venom pieys upon his Heart; 

A ſtubborn and unconquerable Flame 

Creeps in his Veins, and drinks the Streams of Life ; 

His youthtul Sinews are unitrung,. cold Sweats, 

And deadly Paleneſs fit upon his Viſage, 

And ev'ry Gaip we look ſhall be his laft. ſon 
Gat. Doubt not, your Graces, but the Popifh Facti- 

Will at this JuaCture urge their utmoſt Force. 

All on the Princeis Mary turn ther Eyes, 

Well hoping ſhe thall build againit their Altars, 

And bring their Ido|- Worſhip back in Triumph. [Jand. 
Nort. Good Heav'n, ordain ſome better Fate for Eng- 
Suff. What better can we hope, if ſhe ſhould reign ? 

Tknow her well, a blinded Zealot is ſhe, 

A gloomy Nature, ſullen and ſevere, 

Nurtur'd by proud preſumingRomiſ Prieſts, 

Taught to believe they only cannot err, 

Becauſe they cannet err; bred up in Scorn 

Of Reaſen, and the whole Lay- World; inftru@ed 

To hate whoefer diſſent from what they teach, 

Jo purge the World from Hereſy by. Blood, 

To maſlacre a Nation, and believe it 

An AQ well-pleaſing to the Lord of Mercy. 

'F heſe are thy Gods, Oh Rome ! and this thy Faith! 
Nort. And ſhall we tamely yield ourſelves to Bondage i 

Bow down before theſe holy Purple Tyrants, 

And bid 'em tread upon our laviſh Necks ? 

No; let this faichiul free-born Enęfiſb Hand 

Firſt dig my Grave in Liberty and Honour ; 

And tho' I found but one more thus reſolv'd, 

That honeſt Man and | would die tegether. [ſand, 
$uff. Doubt not, there are ten thouſand, and ten thou- 

To own a Cauſe ſo jult. 
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Into your Grace's Hand laſt Night, declares 
My Pow'r and Frieads at (nil. [' o Northumb. 
Norte. Be it your Care, 


Good dir Jahn Cates, to lee your Friends appointed, 


And ready ior the Occaſion. Halle this Inſtant, 

loſe not a Moment's "Time. 
Gat. I go, my Lord. [Exit. 
Wert. Your Grace's princely Daughter, Lady jane, 

Is ſhe yet come to Count ?. | 
Suff. Not yet arriv'd, 

zut with the ſooneſt expect her here. 

know her Duty to the dying King, 

Join'd with my ſtrict Commands to haſten hither. 

Will bring her on the Wing. 
Nort. Beſeech your Grace} 

To ſpeed another Meſſenger to preſs her; 

For on her happy Preſence all our Counſels 

Depend, and take their Fate. 
Suff. Upon the Inſtant 

Your Grace ſhall be obey'd. I go to ſummon her. 

[Exit Suffolk. 

Nort. What trivial Influenees hold Dominion 

Ofer wile Men's Counſels, and the Fate of Empire ? 

The greatelt Schemes that human Wit can forge, 

Or bold Ambition dares to put in practice, 

Depend upon our huſbanding a Moment, 

And the light laſting of a Woman's Will; 

As if the Lord of Nature ſhou'd delight 

To hang this pond'rous Globe upon a Hair, 

And bid it dance before a Breath of Wind. 

dhe mult be here, and lodg'd in Guilford's Arms, 

Ere Edward dies, or all we've done is mart'd. 

Ha! Pembroke ! that's a Bar which thwarts my Way! 

His fiery Temper brooks not Oppoſition, 

And mutt be met with ſeft and ſupple Arts, 

With crouching Courteſy, and :oney'd Words, 

duch as aſſuage the Fierce, and bend the Strong. 


Enter the Earl of Pembroke. 


Good-morrow, noble Pembroke, we have ſtaid 


The Meeting of the Council fer your Prelence. - 
e 


o 


Lady Jane Gray. 


Tenn, 
to fy chat] am wanted, where yourſelf, 

The gat Al ides of our State, is preſent; 

\\ . Danger menace Prince or People, 

Our great NMerthunberlund is atm'd to meet 'em; 
Thc avleit Head, and firmeſt Heart you bear, 
Norneed4 a Second in the glorious Taſk ; 

Equal vour'elf to all the [oils of Empire. 

Mert. No; as I honour Virtue, | have try'd, 
And know my Streng th too well; nor can the Voice 
Ot friendly Flattery, like your's, deceive me. 
know my Temper liable to Pailions, 

And all the Trailties common to our Nature; 

ind to Events, too eaſy of Perſuaſion, 

And often, too, too often, have I errid. 

Much therefore have I need of ſome good Man, 
Some wile and honeſt Heart, whoſe friendly Aid 
Might guide my treadivg thro* our preſent Dangers ; 
And by the Honour of my Name l ſwear, 
kao not one of all our Engliſh Peers, 
Whom l wouf'd choo'e for that beſt Friend, 

Pemb. What thall | anſwer to a {uit fo noble, 

This Prodigality of Praiſe and Honour ? 
Were not your Grace too L—_ of Soul, 
To ſpeak a Language diftering from your Heart, 
| How might I think you could not mean this Goodneſs 
To one, whom his Ill- fortune has ordain d 
The R:val of your Son? 

Nort. No more! I ſcorn a Thought 
So much below the Dignity of Virtue, 

"Tis true, I look on Guilford like a Father, 
Lean to his Side, and ſee but half his Failings : - 
But on a Point like this, when equal Merit 
Stands forth to make its bold Appeal to Honour, 
And calls to have the Balance held in Juſtice ;. 
Away with all the Fondneſſes of Nature ! 

I judze of Pembroke and my Son alike, 

Pemb. I aſk no more to bind me to yeur Service. 

Nort. The Realm is now at hazard, and bold Factions 
Threaten Change, Tumult, and diſaſtrous Days. 
Thele Fears drive out the. gentler Thoughts of Joy, 


[ (ure? 
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Vor mine, my Lord! You Mock your Servant» ; 
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Of Courtſhip, and of Love. Grant, Heav'n, the State 
To fix in Peace and Satety once again; 
Then ſpe:k your Pailion to the princ<ly Maid, 
And tair >uccets aitend you, For myteli, 
My Voice ſhall go as tar for you, my ; ord, 
A+ tor my Son, and Reauty be the Umpire. 
But now a heavier Matter calls upon us ; 
The King with Life juſt lab'ring, and l fear, 
he Council grow impatient at our Stay. 
Pemb. One Moment's Paute, and I attend your Grace 
[Exit Northumb. 
Old Wincheſter cries to me oſt, Beware 
Of proud No: thumberland, The teſty Prelate, 
Frowurd with Age and diſappointed Hopes, 
And zealous for old Rome, rails on the Duke, 
Suſpecting him to farour the New Teachers: 
Vet ev'n in that, if I judge right he errs. 
But were it ſo, what are theſe monkilh Quarrels, 
1heſe wordy Wars of proud ill-manner'd Schoolmen, 
Tous and our Lay-Intere(t ? Let 'em rail. 
And worry one another at their pleaſure. 
This Duke, of late, by many worthy Offices, 
Has ſought my Fiiendihip, and yet more, his Sog 
The nobleſt Youth our Englund has to boaſt of, 
The gentleſt Nature and the braveft Spirit, 
Has made me long the Partner ot his Breaſt 
Nay, when he found, in ſpite of the Reſiſtance 
My ſtruggling Heart had made, to do him Juſtice, 
That I was grown his Rival; he ſtrove hard, 
And would not turn it forth from out his Boſom, 
But call*d we ſtill his Friend. And tce! he comes. 


retard Gullit 


Oh! Cuiford, juſt as thou wert entring here, 
My Thought was running all thy Virtues o'er, 
And wond'ring how thy Soul could chooſe a Partner 
So mnch valike itfel*. 
Cuil. How cou'd my Tongue 
Take pleaſnre, and be [avi in thy Praiſe ; 
How could I ſpeak thy Noblenefs of Nature, 
{by open manly Heart, thy Courage, Conltancy, : 
An 
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And in born Truth unknowing to diſſemble! 
Thou art the Man in whom my Soul delights, 
In whom, next Heav*n, I truſt. 
Pemb. Oh! gen'rous Youth; 
What can a Heart, ſtubborn and fierce, like mine, 
Return to all thy Sweetneſs ?—Yet | wou'd, 
I wou'd be grateful Oh, my cruel Fortune! 
Wou'd I had never ſeen her, never caſt 
Mine Eyes on Suffo/7's Daughter! 
Guil. So wou'd I; 
Since 'twas my Fate to ſee and love her firſt. 
Pemb. Oh! why ſhould the, that univerſal Goodneſs, 
Like Light, a common Bleſſing to the World, 
Rite like a Comet fatal to our Friendſhip, 
And threaten it with Ruin? 
Guil. Heav'n forbid ! 
But tell me, Pembroke, Is it not in Virtue 
To arm againſt this proud imperious Paſſion ? 
Does holy Friendſhip dwell ſo near to Envy, 
She could not bear to ſee another happy, 
If blind miſtaken Chance, and partial Beauty 
Should join to favour Guilford F—— 
Pemb. Name it not, 
My fiery Spirits kindle at the Thought, 
And hurry me to Rage. | 
Guil. And yet I think . 
I ſhould not murmur, were thy Lot to proſper, 
And mine to be refus'd. Tho' ſure the Loſs 
Would wound me to the Heart, 
Pem\. Ha! Could'ſt thou bear it? 
And yet perhaps thou might'ſt: Thy gentle Temper 
Is form'd with a Paſſion mix d in due Proportion, 
Where no one overbears nor plays the Tyrant, 
But joins inNature's Buſineſs and thy Happineſs: 
While mine, diſdaining Reaſon and her Laws, 
Like all thou canſt imagine wild and furious, 
Now drive me headlong on, now whirl me back, 
And hurry my unſtable flitting Soul 
To ev'ry mad Extreme. Then Pity me, 
And let my Weakneſs ſtand 
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Enter Sir John Gates. 


Gat. The Lordsof Council 
Wait with Impatience. 
Pemh. 1 attend their Pleaſure. 

This only, and no mere then. Whatſoever 
Fortune decrees, ſtill let us call to mind 
Our Friendſhip and our Honour. And ſince Love 
Condemns us to be Rivals for one Prize, 
Let us contend, as Friends and brave Men ought, 
With Openneſs and Juſtice to each other; 
; That he who wins the Fair-Oane to his Arms, 

May take her as the Crown of great Deſert: . 
And if the wretched Loſer does repine, 
His own Heart and the World may all condemn him. 
4 [Exit Pembroke. 
Jy Guil, How croſs the Ways of Life lie! While we 
We travel on ditect in one high Road, [think 
And have our Journey's End oppos'd in View, 

A thouſand thwerting Paths break in upon us, 
Jo puzzle and perplex our wand'ring Steps. 
Love, Friendſhip, Hatred, in their turns miſlead us, 
And ev'ry Paſſion has its ſeparate Intereſt. 
Where is that piercing Forefight can unfold 
Where all this mazy 4 will have an end, 
And tell the Doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroke ? 
here is but one End certain, that is Death : 
vet ev'n that Certainty is ſtill uncertain, 
For on theſe ſeveral Tracks which lie before us, 
We know that one leads certainly to Death, 
ut know not which that one is. is in vain, 
This blind Divining ; let me think no more on't : 
And fee the Miſtreſs of our Fate appear! 


Enter Lady Jane Gray. Attendants, 


Keil, princely Maid! who with auſpicious Beauty 
Chear'ſt every drooping Heart in this fad Place, 
Who, like the filver Regent of the Night, 

Lift'ſt up thy ſacred Beams upon the Land, 

To bid the Gloom look gay, diſpel our Horrors, 
and make us leſs lament the ſetting Sun. 


La. 
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La. Ja. Yes, Guilford ; well doſt thou compare my 
Preſence 

To the taint Comfort of the waining Moon : 
Like her cold Orb, a chearleſs Gleam I bring, 
Silence and Heavineſs of Heart, with Dews 
Te dteſs the Face of Nature all in Tears. 
Bu! av, how fares the King? 

Guilt. He lives as yet, 
But ev'ry Moment cuts away a Hope, 
Adds to our Fears, and gives the Infant Saint 
A nearer Proſpect of his opening Heaven. 

La. Fa. Deicend ye Choirs ef Angels to receive him, 
Tune your melodious Harps to ſome high Strain, 
And walt him upwards with a Song of Triumph: 

A purer Soul and one more like yourſelves, 

Ne'er enter'd at the Golden Gates of Bliſs, 

Oh, Guilford ! what remains for wretched England, 
When he, our Guardian-Angel, ſhall forſake us ? 

For whoſe dear ſake, Heav'n ſpar'd a guilty Land, 
And ſcatter'd not its Flagues while Edward reign'd. 

Gui. 1 own my Heart bleeds inward at the Thought, 
And riſing Horrors crowd the opening Scene, 
And yet, forgive me, thou, my native Country, 
Thou Land of Liberty, thou Nurſe of Heroes, 
Forgive me, if in ſpite of all thy Dangers, 
New Springs of Pleaſure flow within my Boſom, 
When thus tis givin me to behold thoſe Eyes, 
Thus gaze and wonder how excelling Nature 
Can give each Day new Patterns of her Skill, 
And yet at once ſurpaſs 'em. 

La. Ja. Oh, vain Flattery ! 
Harſh and ill ſounding ever to my Ear; 
But on a Day like this, the Raven's Note 


Strikes on my Senſe more ſweetly. But, no more, 


I charge thee touch th\ungrateſul Theme no more z- 
Lead ine to pay my Duty to the King, 
To wet his pale cold Hand with theſe laſt Tears, 
And ſhare the Bleſſings of his parting Breath. 

Guil. Were l like dying Edward, ſure a Touch. 
Ot this dear Hand would kindle Life a new. 
But | obey, | dread that gath'ting Frowyn; Fe 
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And oh! whene'er my Boſom fwells with Paſſion, 

And my full Heart is pain'd with ardent Love, 

Allow me but to look on you, and ſigh ;. 

„Tis all the humble Joy that Guilford aſks. [Purpoſe, 
La. Fa. Still wilt theu frame thy Speech to this vain 

When the wan King of Terrors ſtalks before us, 

When univerial Ruin gathers round, 

And no Eſcape is left us? Are we not, 

Like Wretches in a Storm, whom ev'ry Moment 

The greedy Deepis gaping to devour ? 

Around us ſee the pale deipaiting Crew, 

Wring their fad Hands, and give their Labour oer; 

The Hope of Lite has ev'ry. Heart ſorſook, 

And Horror fits on each diſtracted Look; 

One ſolemn Thought of Death does all employ, 

And cancels, like a Dream, Delight and Joy ; 

One Sorrow ſtreams ſrom all their weeping Eyes, 

And ene conſenting Voice for Mercy cries: 

Trembling they dread juſt Heav'n's avenging Power, 

Mourn their paſt Lives, and wait the fatal Hour. 

| [Exeunt. 


„ SCEME. 
SCENE continues, 


Enter the Duke of Northumberland, and the Duke of 
Suffolk. 


NORTHUMBERTLAND. 

Vin then be cheer'd my Heart amidſt thy Mourning, 

Tho' Fate hang heavy ofer us, tho* pale Fear 
And wild Diſtraction fit on ev'ry Face; 
Tho? never Day of Grief was known like this, 
Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd Light, 
Whoſe Beams auſpicious ſhine upon our Union, 
And bid me call the noble Sylt Brother. 

Si know not what my ſecret Soul preſages, 
| But 
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But ſomething ſeems to whiſper me within. 
That we have been too haſty. For myſelf, 

1 wiſh this Matter had been yet delay'd ; 

That we had waited ſome more bleſfed Time, 
Some better Day with happier omens hallow'd, 
For Le to kindle up his holy Flame, 

But y, my noble Brother, wou'd prevail, 
And I have yielded to you. - 

Nort. Doubt not any thing; 

Nor hold the Hour unlucky, that good Heav'n, 
Who ſoftens the Corrections of his Hand, 
And mixes ſtill a comfort with. Afflictions, 

Has giv 'n to-day a Blefling with our Children, 
To wipe away our Tears tor dying Edward. 

Suff. In that I truit, Good Angels be our Guard, 
And make my Fears prove vain, But ſee! my Wife! 
With her, your Son, the gen'rous Guilford comes; 
She has inform'd him of our preſent Purpoſe. 


Enter the Dutcheſ; af Suffolk, and Lord Guilford. 


Guil. How ſhall I ſpeak the Fulneſs of my Heart 
What ſhall I ſay, to bleſs you for this Goodne!s ? 
Oh ! gracious Princeſs! But my Life 1s your's, 
And all the Buſineſs of my Years to come, 
Is, to attend with humbleſt Duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd Obedience at your Feet, 
Dutc. of Suff. Yes, noble Voutbyl ſhare in all thy Joys, 
In all the Joys which this fad Day can give. 
The dear Delight I have to call thee Son, 
Comes like a Cordial to my Drooping Spirits; 
t broods with gentle warmth upon my Boſom, 
And melts that froſt of Death which hung about me. 
But haſte! Inform my Daughter of our Pleaſure ; 
Let thy Tongue put on all its pleaſing Eloquence, 
Inſttuct thy Love to ſpeak of Comfort to her, 
To ſooth her Griefs, and chear the mourning Maid. 
Nort A. deſolate and drown'd in flowing Tears, 
By Edward's Bed the pious Princeſs ſits ; 
Faſt from her liſted Eyes the pearly Drops 
Fall trickling ofer her Cheek, while holy Ardour 
And fervent Zcal pour forth her lab'ring Soul; 
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And ev'ry Sigh is wing'd with Pray'rs fo potent, 
As ſtrive with Heav'n to fave her dying Lord. 
Dutc. of Suff. From the firſt early Days of Infant Lite, 
A gentle Band of Friendſhip grew-betwixt em; 
And while our royal Uncle Henry reign'd, 
As Brother and as Siſter bred together, 
Beneath one common Parent's care they liv'd. 
Nort. A wendreus Sympathy of Souls conſpir'd 
To iorm the facred Union. Lady Jaxx, 
Of all his royal Blood, was (till the deareſt ; 
In ev'ry innocent Delight they ſhar'd, 
They ſung and danc'd, and fat, and walk'd together 
Nay, in the graver Buſineſs of his Youth, 
\When Books and Learning call'd him from his Sports, 
Ev'n there the Princely Maid was his Companion. 
She left the ſhining Court to fhare his Toil, 
To turn with him the grave Hiſtorian's Page, 
And taſte the Rapture of the Poet's Song; 
Jo learch the Lytin and the Grecian Stores, 
And wonder at the mighty Minds of old. 
Enter Lady Jane Gray, weeping. 
La. Ja. Wo't thou not break, my Heart! 
Suff. Alas what mean'ſt thou ? 
Cuil. Oh, ſpeak ! 
Dutc. of Suff. How fares the King ? 
N'ort. Say, is he dead? 
La. Ja. | he Saints and Angels have him. 
Dutc. of Suff. When I left him, 
He ſeem'd a little cheer'd, juſt as you enter'd 
La. Ja As | approach'd to kneel and pay my Duiy, 
He rais'd his Feeble Eyes, and faintly imiling, 
Are you then come? he cry*d: I only liv'd, 
To bid Farewell to thee, my gentle Couſin, 
To ſpeak a few ſhort Words to thee, and die. 
With that he preſt my hand, aid oh !—he ſaid, 
When I am gone, do thou be good to Englund; 
Keep to that Faith in which we both were bred ; 
And to the End be conſtant. More I wou'd, 
But cannot.— There his faltring Spirits fail'd, 
And turning every Thought from Earth at once, 
To that bleſt Place where all his Hopes were fix'd, 
Earneſt 
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Earneſt he pray'd ; Merciful, great Deſender! 
Preſerve thy holy Altars undefil'd, | 
Protect this Land from bloody Men and Idols, 
Save my poor People from the Yoke of Rome, 
And take thy painful Servant to thy Mercy. 
Then ſinking on his Pillow, with a Sigh, 
He breath*d his innocent and faithful Soul 
Into his Hands who gave it. 
Guil. Crowns of Glory, 
Such as the brighteſt Angels wear, be on him; 
Peace guard his Aſhes here, and Paradiſe 
With all its endle!s Bliſs be open to him. 
Nort. Our Grief be on his Grave. Our preſent Duty 
Enjoiĩns to ſee his laſt Commands obey'd. 
I hold it fit his Death be not made known 
To any but our Friends. To-morrow early 
The Council ſhall aſſemble at the Tower. 
Mean While 1 beg your Grace wou d itreight inſorm 
[To the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 
Your Princely Daughter ot our Reſolution ; 
Our common Int'reſt in that happy ie, 
Demands our ſwifteſt Care to tee it fintſh'd, 
Dutc. of Suff. My Lord, you have determin'd well, 
Lord Guilford, 
Be it your Taſk to ſpeak at large our Purpoſe. 
Daughter, receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your Father, and his own, ordain your Huſband : 
What more concerns our Will, and your Obedience, 
We leave you to receive from him at Leilure. 
[Exeunt Duke and Dutcheſs of Suffolk, 
and Duke of Northumberland. 
Guil. Wo't thou not ſpare a Moment from thy Sorrows, 
And bid theſe bubbling Streams forbear to flow ? 
Wo't thou not give one Interval to Joy, 
One little Pauſe, while humti:ly I untold 
J he happieſt Tale my Tongue was ever bleſt with? 
La. Ja. My Heart is cold within me, ev'ry Senle 
Is dead to Joy ; but I will hear thee, Guilford, 
Nay, | muſt hear thee, ſuch is her Command, 
Whom early Duty taught me ſtill t'obey. 
But oh! ſorgive me, it to al thy Story, 
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Tho' Eloquence Divine attend thy Speaking, 
Tho' ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace do.crown thee ; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, 
Than weeping thus and thus- 
Guil. If I offend thee, 
Let me be dumb for ever; let not Life 
Intorm theſe breathing Organs of my Voice. 
If any Sound from me diſturb thy Quiet, 
What is my Peace or Happineſs to thine ? 
No; tho' our nobte Parents had decreed, 
And urg'd high Reaſons which import the State, 
This Night to give thee to my faithful Arms, 
My faireſt Bride, my only earthly Bliſs 
La. Ja. How! Guildford! on this Night. 
Guil. This happy Night. 
Yet if thou art reſolv'd to croſs my Fate, 
If this my utmoſt Wiſh ſhall give thee Pain, 
Now rather let the Stroke of Death fall on me, 
And ſtretch me out a lifeleſs Corſe before thee : 
Let me be ſwept away with Ihings forgotten, 
Be huddled up in ſome obſcure blind Grave, 
Fre thou ſhould'ſt ſay my Love has made thee wretch'd, 
ell, Or drop one ſingle Tear for Guilford's ſa ke. 
La. Ja. Alas! | have too much of Death already, 
And want not thine to furniſh out new Horror. 
Oh! dreadful Thought! It thou wert dead indeed, 
What Hope were left me then? Yes, I will own, 
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, Spite of the Bluſh that burns my Maiden Cheek, f 
My Heart has fondly lean'd toward thee long: | 

folk, Thy Sweetneſs, Virtue, and unblemiſh'd Youth, 

L Have won a Place for thee within my Boſom; | 

OWS, And if my Eyes look coldly on thee now, 


And ſhun thy Love on this diſaſtrous Day, 
t is becauſe I would not deal fo hardly, 
To give thee Sighs for all thy faithful Vows, 
? And pay thy Tenderneſs with nought but Tears. 
And yet tis all I have. - 
Guil. laſk no more; 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that Hope, 
To charm the Doubts which vex my anxious Soul ; 


Por all the reft, do thou allot it for me, 
Tho And 
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And at thy Pleaſure portion out my Bleſlings. 

My Eyes ſhall learn to ſmile or weep from thine, 
Nor will | think of Joy while thou art ſad. 

| Nay, could'ſt thou be fo cruel to command it, 

Iwill forego a Bridegroom's ſacred Right, 

And flecp far from thee, on the unwholſome Earth, 
Where Damps ariſe, and whiſtling Winds blow loud. 


Then, when the Day returns, come drooping to thee, 


My Locks ſtill drizzling with the Dews of Night, 
And chear my Heart with thee as with the Morning. 


La. Ja. Say wo't thou conſecrate the Night to 


Sorrow, 

And give up ev'ry Senſe to ſolemn Sadneſs? 
Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious Hours, 
Sit ſilently and careful by my Side, 
Liſt to the tolling Clocks, and Cricket's Cry, 
And ev'ry melancholy Midnight Noiſe ? 
Say, Woft thou baniſh Pleaſure and Delight? 
Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
And only now and then let fall a Tear, 
To mourn for Edavard's Loſs, and England's Fatc ? 

Guil. Unweary'd ſtill 1 will attend thy Woes, 
/And be a very faithful Partner to thee. 
Near thee I will complain in Sighs as numberleſs, 
As Murmurs breathing in the leaty Grove: 
My Eyes ſhall mix their falling Drops with thine, 
Conitant as never-ceaſing Waters roll, 
That Purl and gurgle o'er their Sands for ever. 
The Sun thali tee my Grief, thro” all his Courſe: 
And when Night comes, fad Philomel, who plains 
From ttarry Veſper to the roſy Dawn, 
Shall ceaſe to tune her lamentable Song, 
Ere I vive o'er to weep and mourn with thee. 


La. Ja. Here then I take thee to my Heart for ever, 
[Giving her Hand. 


The dear Companien of my future Days; 
W hatcver Providence allots for each, 

Be that the common Portion of us both: 
Share all the Griefs of thy unhappy Jane ; 
But if good Heav'n have any Joy in Store, 
Let that be all thy own, 
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Cuil. Thou wondrous Goodneſs, 
Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee. 
And by the common Courſe of 'T hings below, 
Where each Delight is temper'd with Affliction, 
Some Evil terrible and unforeſeen 
Muſt ſure enſue, to poile the Scale againſt 
This vaſt profuſion of exceeding Pleaſute. 
But be it fo, let it be Death and Ruin, 
On any Terms take thee. 
La. Fa. Truſt our Fate 
To him whole gracious Wiſdom guides our Ways, 
And makes what we think Evil turn to Good, 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire ; 
I'll ſummon all my Reaton and my Duty, 
To ſooth this Stotm within, and frame my Heart 
To yield Obedience to my noble Parents, 
Guil. Good Angels minifter their Comforts to thee, 
And, oh! If as my fond Belief wou'd hope, 
f any Word of mine be gracious to thee, 
| beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Thoſe murd'rous Thoughts of Grief that kill thy Quiet, 
Reſtore thy gentle Boſon1's native Peace, | 
Litt up the Light of Gladneſs in thy Eyes, 
And cheat my Heavineſs with one dear Smile. 
La. Fa. Yes, Guilford, I will ſtudy to forget 
All that the Royal Edward has been to me, 
How we have lov'd, ev*n from our very Cradles, 
My private Loſs no longer will I mourn, 
But ev'ry tender Thought to thee ſhall turn: 
With Patience II] ſubmit to Heav'n's Decree, 
And what I loſt in Edward, find in thee, 
But oh! when revolve what Ruins wait! 
Our ſinking Altars, and the falling State: 
When I conſider what my Native Land 
Expected from her pious Sovereign's Hand; 
How form'd he was to ſave her from Diſtreſs, 
A King to govern, and a Saint to bleſs: 
New Sorrow to my lab'ring Breaſt ſucceeds, 
And my whole Heart for wretched England bleeds, [ Exit. 
Cuil. My Heart ſinks in me at her ſoft conplaining, 
And every moving Accent that ſhe breathes, 
| B Relolves 
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Reſolves my Courage, ſlackens my tough Nerves, 
And melts me down to Infancy and Tears. 

My Fancy palls, and takes diſtaſte at Pleaſure 

My Soul grows out of Tune, it loaths the World, 
Sickens at all the Noiſe and Folly of it; 

And I could fit me down in fome dull Shade, 

Where lonely Contemplation keeps her Cave, 

And dwells with hoary Hermits; there forget myſelf, 
There fix my ſlupid Eyes upon the Earth, 

And muſe away an Age in deepeſt Melancholy. 


Enter Pembroke. 


Pemb. Edward is dead ; fo faith the great Northum- 
As now he ſhot along by me in haſte; [berland, 
He pre(s*'d my Hand, and in a Whiſper begg'd me 
To guard the Secret carefully as Lite, 

Till ſome few Hours ſhou'd pats: for much hung on it. 
Much may indeed hang on it. See my Guilford ! 
My Friend! 

Guil. Ha! Pembroke ! 

Pemb. Wherefore doit thou ſtart ? 
Why fits that wild Diſorder on thy Viſage, 
Somewhat that looks like Paſſions ſtrange ta thee, 
The Paleneſs of Surprize and ghaſtly Fear ? 

Since I have known thee firſt, and call'd thee Friend, 
So chang'd upon a ſudden. 

Guil. How! fo chang'd! 

Pemb. So to my Eye thou ſeem'ſt. 

Guil. The King is dead. 

Pemb. | learn'd it from thy Father, 

Juſt as he enter*d here. But ſay, Cou'd that, 
A Fate which ev'ry Moment we expected, 
Diſtra& thy 'T hovght, or hock thy Temper thus? 


—_ 


Guil. Oh! Pembrete ! 'Tis in vain to hide from thee; 


For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs Boſom, 

And ſeen at once the hurry of my Soul. 

lis true, thy coming ſtruck me with Surprize, 

I have a Thought But where fore ſaid I One ? 
I have a thoutand Thoughts all up in Arms, 
Like pop*lous Towns dilturb'd at Dead of Night, 
That mix'd in Darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 


[Speaking to him, 
[Star ting, 


As 


As if tl 

Pem! 
For thi 
To con 
To ſhar 
To ſpe 
To rea 

Guil 
And w 
Wo't t. 
Paſs ge 
Wort t] 
And if 
Somew 
Wo't t 

Peml 
Thou k 
That I 
f it we 
ſhou d 
And ca 

Guil, 
The TI 

em! 
And on 
OF wht 
beg th 

Cuil. 

Pemb 
Thou k 

Guil. 
And thi 
Should i 
Or vex 
By: finc 
t muſt 

Pemb 

Guil. 
And CTC 

Pemb 
Seek ng 


1d, 


hee; 


As 


Lady Fane Gray. 27 


As if their Buſineſs were to make Confuſion. 

Pemb. Then ſure our better Angels call'd me hither 
For this is Friendſhip's Hour, and Friendſhip's Office, 
To come when Counſel and when Help is wanting, 

To ſhare the Pain of eviry gnawing Care, 

To ſpeak of Comfort in the Time of Trouble, 

To reach a Hand, and ſave thee from Adverſity. 

Guil. And wo't thou be a Friend to me indeed? 
And while 1 lay my Boſom bare before thee, 

Wo't thou Jeal tenderly, and let thy Hand 

Paſs gently over ev'ry painful Part? 

Wo't thou with Patience hear, and judge with Temper ? 

And if perchance thou meet with ſomewhat harſh, 

Somewhat to rouze thy Rage, and grate thy Soul, 

Wo't thou be Maſter of thyſelf, and bear it? 

Pemb, Away withall this needleſs Preparation! 
Thou know'ſt thou art ſo dear, fo ſacred to me, 

That I can never think thee an Offender. 

[f it were fo, that I indeed muſt judge thee, 

[ hou'd take part with thee againſt myſelf, 

And call thy Fault a Virtue. 

Guil. But ſuppoſe | 
The Thought were ſomewhat that concern'd our Love, 

Pem/>. No more; thou know'lt we ſpoke of that to-day. 
And on what Terms we left it. *Tis a Subject, 

Of which, it poſſible, I wou'd not think: 

| beg that we may mention it no more. 

Cuil. Can we not ſpeak of it with Temper ? 

Pemb. No. 

Thou know'ſt I cannot. Therefore, pr*ythee ſpare it. 
Guil. Oh! could the Secret, 1 wou'd tell thee, ſleep, 

And the World never know it, my fond Tongue 

Should ceaſe irom Speaking, ere | wou'd unfold it, 

Or vex thy Peace with an officious Tale. 

By: fince, howefer ungratetul to thy Ear, 

It muſt be told thee once, heat it from me. [Soul. 
Pemb. Speak then, and eaſe the Doubts that ſhock my 
Guil. Zuppole thy Guilford's better Stars prevail 

And crown his Love 
Pemb Say noi ſuppoſe: *Tis done, 

Seek not for vain Excuſe, or ſoftning Words; 

B 2 Thou 


28 Lady Jane Gray. 


Thou haſt pte vati ca ted with thy Friend, 
By under-hand Contrivances undone me, 
And while my open nature truſted in thee, 
Thou haſt ſtept in between me and my hopes, 
And raviſh'd from me ail my Soul held dear. 
1 hou hall betray'd me—— 
Guil. How! betray'd thee, Pembroke ? 
Pemb. Yes, falſely like a Traitor. 
Guil. Have a care. | 
Pemb. But think not I will bear the foul Play from thee, 
There was but this which I cou'd ne'er forgive. 
My Soul is up in Arms, my injur'd Honour, 
Impatient of the Wrong, calls ſor Revenge; 
And tho' I love thee——fondly 
Guil. Hear me yet, 
And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
Hear, while I tell how Fortune dealt between us, 
And gave the yielding beauty to my Arms. 
Pemb. What, hear it! ſtand and liſten to thy Triumph! 
Thou think'ft me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Leſt I forget that ever we were Friends, | 
Leſt in the Rage of diſappointed Love, 
1 ruſh at once and tear thee for thy Falſhood. 
Cuil. Thou warn'ſt me well; and I weie raſh, 4 
thou art. 
To truſt the ſecret ſum of all my Happineſs, 
With one net maſter of himſelf. Farewell. [Gong 
Pemb. Ha art thou going ? think not thus to part. 
Nor leave me on the Rack of this Uncertainty. 
Guil What woudl'ſt thou further? 
Pemb. Tell it to me all; 
day, thou art marry'd, ſay thou haſt pofleſs'd her, 
And rioted in vaſt Exceſs of Bliſs ; 
That I may curſe myſelt, and thee, and her. 
Cone, tell me how thou did'ſt ſupplant thy Friend? 
How did'ſt thou look with that betraying Face, 
And imiling plot my Ruin ? 
Guil. Give me way, 
When thou art better temper'd, I may tell thee, 
And viadicate at full my Love and Friendſhip. 
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Pemb. And doſt thou hope to ſhun me then, thou 
Traitor ? 
No, I will have it now, this Moment from thee, 
Or drag the Secret out from thy falſe Heart, 

Guil, Away, thou Madman ! I would talk te Winds, 
And reaſon with the rude tempeſtuous Surge, 

Sooner than hold diſcourſe with rage like thine. 

Pemb. Tell it, or by my injur'd Love I ſwear, 

[ Laying his hand upon his Sword. 
Ii ſtab the lurking Trenſon in thy Heart. 
Guil. Ha ! Stay thee there ; nor let thy frantic Hand 
[lopping bim. 
Unſheath thy Weapon, If the Sword be drawn, 
lf once we met on Terms like thoſe, farewell | 
Toev'ry thought of Friendſhip; one mult fall. 

Pemb. Curſe on thy Friendthip,lwou'd break the band. 

Guil. That as you pleaſe--Beſides, this place is ſacred, 
And wo'not be profan'd with Brawle and Outrage, | 
You know, I dare be found on any Summons. 

Pemb. *Tis well. My Vengeance ſhall not loiter long, 
Henceforward let the Thoughts of our paſt Lives 
Be turn'd to deadly and remorſeleſs Hate. 

Here I give up the empty Name of Friend, 

Renounce all Gentleneſs, all Commerce with thee, 

To death deſy thee as my mortal Foe ; 

And when we meet again, may ſwift deſtruction 
Rid me of thee, or rid me of myſelf, [Exit Pembroke; 

Guil. The Fate Iever ſear'd, is fall'n upon me; 
And long ago my boding Heart divin'd | 
A Breach, like this, from his ungovern'd Rage. 

Oh! Pembroke ! thou haſt done me muchinjuſtice, 
For I have borne thee true unf2ign'd Affedion; 
"Tis paſt, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 

Love is, or ought to be, our greateſt Bliſs ; 

vince every other joy, how dear ſoever, 

Gives way to that, and we leave all for Love. 

At the impetious Tyrant's lordly Call, 

In ſpite of Reaſon and Reſtraint we come, 

Leave Kindred, Parents, and our native home. 

The trembling Maid, with all her Fears, he charms, 
And pulls her from her weeping Mother's Arms; 
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He laughs at all our Leagues, and in proud Scorn 
Commands the bands of Friendſhip to be torn: 
Diſdains a Partner ſhould partake his Throne, 


But reigns unbounded, lawleſs, and alone. Exit. 
„ | — 
SCENE l. 


Ker BL 
The TOWER. 
| Enter Pembroke and Gardiner, 


GARDINER. 
AY, by the Rood, my Lord, you were to blame, 
To let a Hair-brain'd Paſſion be your guide, 
And hurry you into ſuch mad Extremes. 
Marry, you might have made much worthy Profit 
By patient hearing; the unthinking Lord 
Had brought forth ev*ry ſecret of his Soul. 
Then when you were the Maſter of his Boſom, 
That were the time to uſe him with Contempt, 
And turn his Friendſhip back upon his hands, 
Pemb. Thou talk'ſt as if a Madman could be wiſe. 
Oh, Wincheſter ! thy hoary frozen age 
Can never gueſs my pain; can never know 
The burning Tranſports of untam'd Deſite. 
I tell thee rev*rend Lord to that one Bliſs, 
To the enjoyment of that lovely Maid, 
As to their Center, I had drawn each hope, 
And ev'ry wilh my furious Soul cou'd form; 
Still with regard to that my Brain forethought, 
And faſhion*d ev'ry Action of my Lite. 
Then, to be robb'd at once, and unſuſpecting, 
Be daſh'd in all the Height of Expectation! 
It was not to be borne. 
Gard. Have you not heard of what kas happen'd 
ſince ? 
Pemb. | have not had a Minute's Peace of Mind, 
A Moment's Pauſe, to reſt from Rage, or think. 
Gard. Learn it from me then: But or ere hou 
warn 
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| warn you to be Maſter of yourſelf, 
Though as you know, they have ceufin'd me long, 
Gra*mercy to their Goodneſs, Pri“ ner here; 
Yet as Jam allow'd to walk at large, 
Wichin the Tewer, and hold free ſpeech with any, 
| have not dreamt away my thoughtleſs Hours, 
Without good Heed to theſe our righteous Rulers. 
To prove this true, this Morn a truſty Spy 
Has brought me Word, that yeſter Ev'ning late, 
In ſpite o all the Grief-for Edward's Death, 
Your friends were marry'd. 
Pemb. Marry'd ! who ?—Damnation ! 
Gard. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady Jane. 
Pemb. Curſe on my Stars! 
Gard. Nay, inthe name of Grace, 
Reſtrain this ſiatul Paſſion; all's not loſt 
In this one fingle Woman. 
Pemb. I have loſt 
More than the Female World can give me back. 
Thad beheld even her whole Sex, unmov'd, 
Look'd ofer fem like a Bed of gaudy Flowers, 
That lift their painted Heads, and live a Day, 
Then ſhed their trifling Glories unregarded : 
My Heart diſdain'd their Beauties, till ſhe came, 
With eviry Grace that Nature's Hand could give. 
And with a Mind ſo great, it ſpoke its Eſſence 
Immortal and Divine. f | 
Gard. She was a Wonder; 
DetraCtion mult allow that. 
Pemb. The Virtues came, 
Sorted in gentle Fellowſhip, ts crown her, 
As it they meant to mend each other's Work, 
Candour with Goodneſs, Fortitude with Sweetneſs, 
Strict Piety, and love of truch, with Learning, 
More than the Schools of Athens ever knew, 
Or her own Plato taught. A Wonder! Wincheſter ! 
Thou know'it not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak her, 
More than to fay, She was that only Bleſſing 
My Soul was ſet upon, and I have loſt her. 
Gard. Your ſtate is not ſo bad as you wou*'d make it; 


Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry Hope. 
B 4 Pemb, 
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Pemb. Ha ! wo't thou fave me, ſnatch me from 


Deſpair, 
And bid me live again? 
Gard. She may be yours. 
Suppoſe her Huſband die. 
Pem6, O vain, vain hope! 


Card. Marry, I do not hold that hope fo vain. 


Theſe Goſpellers have had their golden Days, 
And lorded it at Will; with proud Deſpite, 
Have trodden down our holy Roman Faith, 


Ranſack'd our Shrines, and driv'n her Saints to Exile. 


But if my Divination fail me not, 
Their haughty Hearts hall be abas'd ere long, 
And feel the Vengeance of our Mary's Reign. 


Pemv. And would'ſt thou have my fierce Impatience 


Bid me lie bound upon a Rack, and wait 
For diſtant Joys, whole Ages yet behind ? 
Can Love attend on Politician's Schemes, 


Expect the ſlow Events of cautious Counſels, 
Cold unreſolving Heads, and creeping [ ime ? 


[ſtay ? 


Gard. To-day, or | amill-inform'd, Northumberland, 


With ealy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reſt, 

Meet here in Counſel on ſome deep Defign, 
Some traiterous Contrivance, to protect 

Their upſtart Faith rom near approaching Ruin, 
But there are Puniſhments alters and Axes 


3 


For Traitors, and conſuming Flames for Heretics. 


The happy Bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 
Ev'n in his higheſt Hope. But go not you; 


Howe'er the tawning Sire, old Dudley, court you ; 


No, by the holy Rood, I charge you, mix not 
With their pernicious Counſels, —Miſchiet waits 
Sure, certain, unavoidable Deſtruction. 


'em, 


Pemb. Ha! join with them ! the curled Dualey's Race ! 
Who, while they held me in their Arms, betray'd me ; 
Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were Villains, 


And made a mock'ry of my eaſy Friendſhip. 
No, when I do, Diſhonour be my Portion, 


And ſwift Perdition catch me ;—Join with them! 
Gard. I wou'd not have you Hie you tc » the City. 


And join with thoſe who love our ancient F aith 
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Gather your Friends about you, and be ready 
T' aſſert our zealous Mary's royal Title, 
And doubt not but her grateful Hand ſhall give you 
To ſee your Soul's Deſire upon your Enemies. 
The Church ſhall pour her ample Treaſures forth too, 
And pay you with ten thouſand Years of Pardon. 
Pemb. No ; keep your Bleſſings back, and give me 
Vengeance, | 
Give me to tell that ſoft Deceirer Guilford, 
Thus, Traitor, haſt thou done, thus haſt thou wrong'd 


And thus thy Treaſon finds a juſt Reward. [me, / 
Gard. But ſoft! no more! the Lords of the Couny 
cil come. 


Ha! by the Maſs, the Bride and Bridegroom too! 

Retire with me, my Lord; we muſt not meet em. 
Pemb. is they themſelves, the curſed happy Pair! 

Haſte, Wincheſter, haſte ! let us fly for ever, 

And drive her from my very Thoughts, if poſſible. 

Oh! Love what have I loſt Oh ! rev'rend Lord! 

Pity this fond, this fooliſh Weakneſs in me! 

Methinks, | go like our firſt wretched Father, 

When from his bliſsful Garden he was driy'n ; 

Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 

Thus at the Gate ſtopt ſhort for one laſt View, 

Then with the chearleſs Partner of his Woe 

He turn'd him to the World that lay below: 

There, for his Eden's happy Plains, beheld. 

A barren, wild, uncomfortable Field; 

He ſaw 'twas vain the Ruin to deplore, 

He try'd to give the (ad Remembrance o'er ;\ 

The ſad Remembrance ſtill return'd again, 


And his loft Paradiſe renew'd his Pain. 


[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardingg 


Enter Lord Guilford and Lady Jane. 


Guil, What ſhall I ſay to thee ! what Pow'r Divine 
Will teach my Tongue to tell thee what I feel? 
To pour the Tranſports of my Boſom forth, 
And make thee Partner of the Joy dwells there? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full of Affliction, 
Heavy of Heart as the: forſaken Widow, 
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And deſolate as Orphans. Oh, my fair One! 
Thy Edward ſhines among the brighteſt Stars, 
And yet thy Sorrew ſeeks him in the Grave. 
La. Fa. Alas, my deareſt Lord? a thouſand Griefy 
Beſet my anxious Heart; and yet, as if 
The Burden were too little, I have added 
The Weight of all thy Cares; and like the Miſer, 
Increaſe of Wealth has made mz but more wretched, 
The Morning Light ſeems not to-riſe as uſu), 
Ic dawns not to me, Like my Virgin Days, 
But brings new Thoughts and ether Fears upon me ; 
I tremble, and my anxious Heart is pain d, 
Leſt aught but Good ſhould happen to my Guilford. 
Guil. Nothing but Good can happen to thy Guilford, 
While thou art by his Side, his better Angel, 
His Bleſſing and his Guard. 
La. Ja. Why came we hither? 
Why was I drawn to this unlucky Place, 
This Tow'r, ſo often ſtaia'd with royal Blood? 
Here the Fourth Edward's helpleſs Sons were murder'd, 
And pious Henry fell by ruthleſs Glo er- : 
Is this the Place allotted for Rejoicing ? 
The Bow'r adorn'd to keep our nuptial Feaſt in? 
Methinks Suſpicion and Diſtruſt dwell here, 
Staring with meagre Forms thro' grated Windows; 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting Puniſhments ; 
Without, grim Danger, Fear, and fierceſt Pow'r 
Sit on the rude-old Tow'rs, and Gothic Battlements: 
While Horror overlooks the dreadful Wall, 
And frowns on all around. 
Guil. In Safety here, 
'The Lords o'th' Council have this Morn decreed 
To meet, and with united Care ſupport 
Ihe feeble tott'ring State. Lo thee, my Princeſs, \ 
V hoſe royal Veins are rich in Henry's Blood, 
Weich one conſent the nobleſt Heads are bow'd ; 
hom thee they aſk a Sanction to their Counſels, 
And from thy healing Hand expect a Cure, 
For England's Loſs in Edward. | 
La Ja. How! from met 
Alas, my Lord But ſure thou mean'ſt to mock me | 
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Guil. No, by the Love my faithful Heart is full of! 1 
But tee, thy Mother, gracious Sufo/k, comes 14 
To intercept my Story: She ſhall tell thee ; 17 
For in her Look I read the lab“ ting Thought, aj 
What vaſt Event thy Fate is now diſcloſing. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


Dut. of Suff. No more complain, indulge thy 
Tears no more, | 
Thy pious Grief has giv'n the Grave its Due 
Let thy Heart kindle with the higheſt Hopes ; 
Expand thy Boſom, let thy Soul enlarg'd 
Make room to entertain the coming Glory ; 
For Majeſty and purple Greatneſs court thee ; 
Homage and low Subjection wait: A Crown, 
That makes the Princes of the Earth like Gods; 
A Crown, my Daughter, England's Crown attends, 
To bind thy Brows with its imperial Wreath. 
La. Ja. Amazement chills my Veins! What ſays my 
Mother ? [Edward, 
Dut. of Suff. Tis Heav*n's Decree ; for our expiring - 
When now; juſt ſtruggling to his native Skies, E 
Even on the Verge of Heav'n, in fight ot Angels, 
That hovet'd round to waft him to the Stars, 
Ev'n then declar'd my JAxE his Succeſſor. 
Lr. Fa. Cou'd Edward do this? Could the dying - 
Saint n 
Bequeath his Crown to me? Oh fatal Bounty ! 
Tome! but *tis impoiſible ! we dream. 
A thouſand and a thouſand Bars oppoſe me, 
Riſe in my Way, and interc<pt my Paſſage. 
Even you, my gracious Mother, what mult you be, 
Ere I can be a Queen ? - | 
Dut. of Suff. That, and that only, 
Thy Mocher; fonder of that tender Name, 
Than all the proud Additions Pow'r can give. 
Yes, I will giveup all my ſhare of Greatnels, 
And live ig low Obſcurity for ever, 
Joo ſee thee rais'd, thou Darling of my Heart, 
And fix'd upon a Throne. But ſee! thy Father, 
Northumberland, with all the Council, come 
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To pay their vow*'d Allegiance at thy Fee t, 
To kneel, and call thee Queen. 

La. Ja. Support me, Guilford ; 
Give me thy Aid: Stay thou niy fainting Soul, 
And help me to repreſs this growing Dar iger. 


Enter Suffolk, Northumberland, Lords , and others. of 


the Privy Council. 


Nort. Hail, ſacred Princeſs ! ſprun g from ancient 
Kings, 
Our England's deareſt Hope, undowhted Offspring 
Of York and Lancaſter's united Line; 
By whoſe bright Zeal, by whoſe vid torious Faith, 
Guarded and fenc'd around, our pu re Religion, 
That Lamp of Truth which ſhines upon our Altars, 
Shall lift its golden Head and flour ifh long; 
Beneath Shoe awful Rule, and righteous Scepter, 
The plenteous Years ſhall roll in Jong Sueceſſion; 
Law ſhall prevail, and ancient Right take place, 
Fair Liberty ſhall lift her chearful Head, 
Fearleſs of Tyranny and proud Oppreſſion; 
No ſad Complaining in our Streets ſhall cry, 
But Juſtice ſhall be exercis'd in Mercy. 
Hail, royal Jane | behold, we bend our Knees, 
[They need. 
The pledge of Homage, and thy Land's Obedience; 
With humbleſt Duty thus we kneel, and own thee 
Our Liege, our Sov'reign Lady, and our Queen, 


La. Fa. Oh, rile ! 
[To Suffolk. 


My Father riſe ! 
And you my Father too! [To Northumberland, 


Riſe all, nor cover me with this Confuſion. [They riſe. 
W hat means this Mock, this maſking Shew of Greatneſs? 
Why do yon hang theſe Pageant Glories on me, 
And dreſs me up in Honours not my own ? 
Nort. The Daughters of our late great Maſter Henry, 
Stand both by Law excluded from Succeſſion. 
To make all firm, 
And fix a Pow'r unqueſtion'd in your Hand, 
Edward, by Will, bequeath'd his Crown to yeu : 
And the concurring Lords in Council met, 
Have ratify'd the Gift. / 14. 7 
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La. Ja. Are Crowns and Empire, 
The Government and Safety of Mankind, 
Trifles of fuch light Moment, to be left 
Like ſome rich Toy, a Ring, or fancy'd Gem, 
The Pledge of parting Friends > Can Kings do thus, 
And give away a People for a Legacy? 
Naort. Forgive me, princely Lady, if my Wonder 
Seizes each Senſe, each Faculty of Mind, 
To ſee the utmoit Wiſh the Great can form, 
A Crown thus coldly met: A Crown! which lighted, 
And left in Scorn by you, ſhall ſoon be fought, 
And find a joyful Wearer ; one, perhaps, 
Of Blood unkindred to your royal Houle ; 
And fix its Glories in another Line, 
La. Ja. Where art thou now, thou Partner of my 
Cares? [Turning to Guilford, 
Come to my Aid, and help « bear this Burden : 
Oh! fave me from this Sorrow, this Misfortune, 
Which in the Shape of gorgeous Greatneſs comes 
To crown, and make a W retch of me for ever. | 
Guil. Thou weep'ſt my Queen, and hang'ſt thy 
drooping Head, 
Like nodding Poppies, heavy with the Rain, 
That bow their weary Necks, and bend to Earth, 
See, by thy Side, thy faithful Guilford ſtands, 
Prepar'd to keep Diſtreſs and Danger from thee, 
To wear thy facred Cauſe upon his Sword, 
And war againſt the World in thy Defence. 
Nort. Oh! ftay this inauſpicious Stream of Tears, 
And chear your People with one Gracious Smile, 
Nor comes your Fate in ſuch a dreadful Form, 
To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred Eyes 
On the bright Proſpect Empire ſpreads before you. 
Methinks | ſee you feated on the Throne ; 
Beneath your Feet the Kingdoms great Degrees 
| In bright Confuſion ſhine, Mitres and Coronets, 
Ihe vs rious Ermin, and the glowing Purple; 
Aſſembled Senates wait with awful Dread, 
To firm your high Commands, and make em Fate. 
La. Fa. You turn to view the painted Side of Royalty. 
And cover all the Cares that lurk beneath, 
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ls it, to be a Queen, to fit aloft, 
In ſolemn, dull, uncomfortable State, 
he fla tter'd Idol of a ſervile Court? 
Is it, to draw a pompous Train along, 
A Pageant, for the wond'ring Crowd to gaze at? 
Is it, in Wantonneſs of Pow'r to reign, 
And make the World ſubſervient to my Pleaſure ? 
Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched, 
To watch, to toil, to take a ſacred Charge, 
To bend each Day before high Heav'n, and own 
This People haſt thou truſted to my Hand, 
And at my Hand, | know, thou ſhalt require em? 
Alas! Northumberland ! — My Father !——is it not 
Jo live a Lite of Care, and when I die, 
Have more to anſwer for before my Judge, 
Than any of my Subjects? | 

Dut. of Suff. Ev'ry State 
Aliotted to the Race of Man below, 
Is, in proportion, doom'd to taſte ſome ſorrow. 
Nor is the Golden Wreath on the King's brow 
Exempt from Core; and yet, who wou'd not bear it? 
Think on the Monarchs of our Royal Race, 
Ther liv*d not for thamiclves: How many bleſſings, 
How many litted Hand: hill pay the Toil, 
It for thy People's Good thou happ'ly borrow 
Some portion from the Hours ©; reſt, and wake 
To give the World Repoſe! 

Suff Behold, we ſland upon the brink of Ruin, 
And only thou can't fave us. Perſecution, 
That Fiend of Rome and Hell, prepares her Tortures; 
See where the comes in Mary's prieſtly Train! 
Still wo*'t thou doubt, till thou behold her ſtalk, 
Rec with the Blond of Martyrs, and wide waſting, 
O'er Engle :d's boſom ? All the mourning Year 
Our Towns ſhall giow with unextinguiſh'd Fires; 
Our Youth on Racks hall iiretch their crackling bones ; 
Our Babes ſhall fprawl on conſecrated Spears 
Matrons and Huſbands, with their new-born Infants 
Shal! burn promiicuous ; a continu'd peal, | 
Of Lamentations, Groans, and Shrieks ſhall ſound 
Through all our purple Ways. 


Guil. 
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Cuil. Amidſt that Ruin, 

Think thou behold'ſt thy Guilford's Head laid low, 
Bloody and Pale 

La Ja. Oh! ſpa te the dreadful Image ! 

Guil. Oh! wou''d the Miſery be baunded there, 
My Life were little ; but the Rage of Rome 
Demands whole Hecatombs, a Land of Vi@ims. 
With ſuperſtition comes that other Fiend, 

That Bane of Peace, of Arts and Virtue, Tyranny ; 
That Foe to Juſtice, Scorner of all Law; 


That Beaſt, which thinks Mankind were born for One, 


And made by. Heav'n to be a Monſter's Prey; 
That heavieſt Curſe of groaning Factions, Tyranny ; . 
Mary ſhall, by her kindred Spain, be taught h 
'To bend our Necks beneath a brazen Yoke, 
Aad rule o'er Wretches with an iron Sceptre. 
La. Ja Ayert that Judgment, Heav'n ! 
VW hate*er thy Providence allots for me, 
In Mercy fpare my Country, 
Cuil. Oh, my Queen! 
Does not thy great, thy generous Heart retent, 
'To think this Land, for Liberty fo fam'd, 
Shall have her tow*ry Front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its Glory? Oh! my Country! 
Oh! faireſt A/5i0n, Empreſs of the Deep, 
How have thy nobleſt Sons with ſtubborn Valour 
Stood to the laſt, dy'd many a Field in Blood, 
Ia dear Defence of Birth-right and their Laws! 
And ſhall thoſe Hands which fought the Cauſe of Free- 


Be manacled in baſe unworthy Bonds ; [dom, 


Be tamely yielded up, the Spoils, the Slaves 
Of Hair-brain'd Zeal, and cruel Coward Prieſts? 

La. Ja. Yes, my lov'd Lord, my Soul is mov'd, lize 

thine, 
At ev'ry Danger which invades our England; 
My cold Heart kindles at the great Occaſion, 
And cou! d be more than Man in her Deicace. 
But where is my Commiſſion to redreſs! 
Or whence my Pow'r to ſave? Can Edevard's Will, 
Or 'Tweaty met in Council, make a Queea ? 
Can you, my Lords, give me the Pow'r to canvaſs 
A doubt- 
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\ doubtful Title with King Henry's Daughters? 
\W here are the rev'rend Sages of the Law, 
To guide me with their Wiſdoms, and point out 
The Paths which Truth and Juſtice bid me tread ? 
Nort. The judges all attend, and will at leiture 
Reſolve your ev'ry Scruple. 
La. Ja. They expound ; 
But where are thoſe, my Lord, who make the Law? 
Where are the ancient Honours of the Realm, 
The Nobles, with the mitred Fathers joinfd ? 
The wealthy Commons folemnly afſembled ? 
Where is that Voice of a conſenting People, 
To pledge the univerſal Faith with mine, 
And call me juſtly Queen ? 
Nort. Nor ſhall, that long 
Be wanting to your Wiſh : The Lords and Com mons 
Shall, at your royal Bidding, ſoon affemble, 
And with united Homage own your Title, 
Delay not then to meet the general Wiſh, 
But be our Queen, be England's better Angel. 
Nor let miſtaken Piety betray you 
Jo join with cruel Mary in our Ruin: 
Her bloody Faith commands her to deſtroy, 
And your's forbids to fave. 
Guil. Our Foes, already 
High in their Hopes, devote us all to Death: 


The droniſh Monks, the Scorn and Shame of Manhood, 


Rouze and prepare once more to take Poſſeſſion, 
To nelile in their ancient Hives again; 

Again they furbith up their holy 'Trumpery, 
Reiicks, and wooden wonder- working Saints, 
Whole Loads ot Humber, and religious Rubbiſh, 
In high Proceſlion mean to bring 'em back, 
And place the Puppets in their Shrines again: 
Waile thoſe of keener Malice, ſavage Bonner, 
And deep deſigning Gardiner, dream of Vengeance; 
De Hur the Blood of Innocence. in hope; 
Like Vultures, ſnuff the Slaughter in the Wind, 
And ſpeed their Flight to Havock and the Prey, 
Haſte then, and fave us, while 'tis giv'n to fave 
Your Country, your Religion, 
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Noert. Save your Friends! 
Suff. Your Father! 
Dutch. of Suff. Mother! 
Guil, Huſband 
La. Ja. lake me, crown me, 
Inveſt me with this royal Wretchedneſs ; 
Let me not know one happy Minute more. 
Let all my ſleepleſs Nights be ſpent in Care, 
My Days be vex'd with Tumults and Alarms; 
If only I can ſave you, if my Fate 
Has mark'd me out to be the public Victim, 
| take the Lot with Joy. Yes, I will die 
For that eternal Truth my Faith is fix'd on, 
And that dear native Land which gave me Birth. 
Gu“. Wake ev'ry tuneful Inſtrument to tell it, 
And let the IJrumpet's ſprightly Note proclaim 
My Javxe is England's Queen! Let the loud Cannon 
in Peals of Thunder ſpeak it to Auguſta ; 
Imperial Thames, catch thou the ſacred Sound, 
And roll it to the ſubje Ocean down : 
Tell the old Deep, and all thy Brother Floods, 
My Jans is Empreſs of the wat“ ry World! 
Now with glad Fires our bloodleſs Str--ts ſhall ſhine ! 
With Cries of Joy our chearful Ways ſhall ting; 
Thy Name ſhall echo thro* the reſcu*d Iſle, 
And reach applauding Heav*n ! 
La. Ja. Oh, Guilford! what do we give up for 
lory ! 
For Glory! That's a Toy | would not purchaſe, 
An idle, empty Bubble. But for England! 
What muſt we loſe for that! Since then my Fate 
Has forc'd this hard Exchange upon my Will, 
Let gracious Heav'n allow me one Requeſt, 
For that bleſt Peace in which I once did dwell, 
For Books, Retirement, and my ſtudious Cell, 
For all thoſe Joys my happier Days did prove, 
For Plato and his Academic Grove; 
All thatI aſk, is, Tho' my Fortune frown, 
And buty me beneath this fatal Crown ; 
Let that one Good be added to my Doom, 
% fave this Land from I'yranny and Rome. [Exeunt. 
ACT 
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SC N E continues. 


Enter Pembroke and Gardiner. 


GARDINER. 
N an unlucky, an accurſed Hour [land, 
Set forth that 'I'caitor Duke, that proud Nerthumber- 
'To draw his Sword upon the ſide of Hereſy, 
And war againſt our Mary's royal! Right. 
Ill Fortune fly before, and pave his Way 
With Diſappointment, Miſchief, and Deſeat: 
And thou, O-holy Becket, the Protector, 
The Champion, and the Martyr of our Church, 
Appear, and once more own the Cauſe of Rome, 
Break down his Lance, break thou his Sword in Battle, 
And cover foul Rebellion with Confuſion. | 
Pemb. I faw him marching at his Army's Head! 
I mark*d him iſſuing through the City Gate 
In Harneſs all appointed, as he paſs'd; 
And (for he wore his Bever up) cou'd read 
Upon his Viſage, Horror and Diſmay, 
No Voice of friendly Salutation chear'd him, 
None wiſh'd his Arms might thrive, or bade God freed 
him; 
But through a ſtaring ghaſtly looking Croud, 
Unhail'd, Unbleſs*d, with heavy Heart he went: 
As if his Jraitor Fathers haggard Ghoſt, 
And Somerſet fiefh bleeding from the Axe, 
On either hand had ufher'd him to Ruin. 
Gard. Nor ſhall the koly Vengeance loiter long. 
At Farmingham in Suffo/k lies the Queen, 
Mary, our pious Miſtreſs ; where each Day 
The Nobles of the Land, and ſwarming Populace 
Gather, and liſt beneath her royal Enfigns, 
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Set out in warlike Manner to oppoſe her, 
With one Conſent have join'd to own her Caule ; 
The valiant Suſſex, and Sir Edward Haſtings, 
With many more of Note, are up in Arms, 
And all declare for her. 
Pemb. The Citizens, 
Who held the noble Somerſet right dear, 
Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his Race, 
And would, upon the Inſtant, join t'oppoſe him; 
Could we but draw ſome of the Lords o' th' Council 
To appear amongſt em, own the ſame Deſign, 
And bring the reverend Sanction of Authority 
To lead them into Action. For that Purpoſe, 
To thee, as to an Oracle, I come, 
Jo learn what fit Expedient may be found, 
To win the wary Council to our Side, 
Say thou, whoſe Head is grown thus Silver-white, 
Ia Arts of Government, and Turns of State, 
How may we blaſt our Enemies with Ruin, 
And fink the Northumberland to Hell. 
Gard. In happy Time be yeur whole Wiſh accom- 
pliſhed, 
Since the proud Duke ſet out, I have had Conference, 
As fit Occaſion tervid, and divers of *em, 
The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, and Cheyney ; 
And find 'em all diſpos'd as we could aſk. 
By holy Mary, if I count aright, 
To-day the better Part ſhall leave this Place, 
And meet at Baynard's Caſtle in the City ; 
There own our vovereign's Title, and defy, 
Jane and her Golpel Crew, But hye you hence; 
I his Place is ftiil within our Foes Command, 
'Their Puppet Queen reigns here. 
Enter an Officer with a Guard, 
Of. Seize on them both. 
[Guards ſeize Penibtoke and Gardiner. 
My Lord; you are a Frifoner to the State. 
Pemb. Ha! By whole Order! 
Off. By the Queen's Command, 
Signed and deliver*d by Lord ys 0-4 jet 
Demb. Curſe on his |':4aitorts Head! 
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Gard. Reſt you contented: 
You have loite:*.! here tou long; but uſe your Patience, 


Theſe Bonds th-}! not be laſting. | 
Offi. As ior you, Sir, [To Gardiner. 
is the Queen's Pl-ature you be cloſe confint : 
You've us'd that air Pec.uiflioa was allow'd you, 
Ta walk at large »itoin the fewer, unworthily, 
You're noted {or an over buſy Mz. er, 
A tecret Practicer againſt ne ot⸗- 
Fo. which, hence forth your Lines ſhall be ftraiter. 
Hence, to out Che iber! 
Gard Facwell, tente Pembroke ; 
] truſt that we ſhall ine-r on ther Terms: 
Till then, viong my tds, | will remember you, 
And give you to the keeping of the Saints. 
[Excunt Pay! of the Guards with Gardiner, 
Pemb. Now, whither muſt I go? 
Offi. This way, my Lad: [Going off. 


Enter Guilford. 


Guil. Hold, Captain, ere you go, 1 have a Word or twe 
For this your noble Pris'ner. 
Offi. At your Plealure :. 
I know my Duty, and attend your Lordſhip. 
[The Officer and Guard retire to the 
further Part of the Stage. 
Cuil. Is all the Gentleneſs _ was betwixt us 
So loſt, ſo [wept away from thy Remembrance, 
Thou can*it not look upon me? 
Pemb. Ha! not look! 
What Terrors are there in the Dudley's Race, 
That Pembroke dares not look upon, and ſcorn? 
And yet, *tis true, I would not look upon thee ; 
Our Eyes avoid to look on what we hate, 
As well as what we fear. 
Guil. You hate me, then! 
Pemb. | do; and wiſh Perdition may ofertake 
Thy Father, thy falſe Self, and thy whole Name. 
Guil, And yet, as ſure as Rage diſtract thy Reaſon, 
And maſters all the noble Nature in thee, 
As ſure as thou haſt. wrong'd me, I am come 
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In Tenderneſs of Friendſhip to preſerve thee ; 
To plant ev'n ell the Power J have before thee, 
And tence thee hon Deſtruction with my Lite. 
Pemb. Friendſhip from thee! But my juſt Soul diſ- 
dains thee! 
Hence! take ihe proſtituted Bauble back, 
Hang it to grace ome ſlavering Idiot's Neck, 
For none but Fools will prize the L inſel Toy. 
But thou art come, p<rhaps, to vaunt thy Greatneſs, 
And (et thy purple Pomp to view before me; 
To let me know that Guilferd is a King, S 
That he can ipeak the Word, and give me Freedom. 
Oh! Short-liv'd Pageant! Had'ſt thou all the Pow'r 
Which thy vain Soul would graſp at, I would die, 
Rot in a Dungeon, ere receive « Grace, 
The leafl, the meaneſt Couiteiy [rom thee. 
Guil. Oh! Pembroke ! But 1 have not time to talk, 
For Danger preſſes. Danger unforeſeen, 
And ſecret as the Shaft that flies by Night, 
Is aiming at thy Lite. Captain, a Word! 
[To the Officer. 
I take your Pris'ner to my proper Charge ; 
Draw off your Guard, and leave his Sword with me. 
[The Officer delivers the Sword to Lord Guiltord 
and goes out with the Guard, 
[Lord Guiltord offering the Sword to Pembroke. 
Receive this Gift, ev'a tiom a Rivai's Hand; 
And if thy Rage will ſuffer thee to hear 
The Counſel of a Man once call'd thy Friend, 
Fly from this fatal Place, and ck thy Safety 
Pemb. How now! WhatShew ? whar Mockery is this! 
Is it in Sport you uſe me thus? What means 
This ſwift lantaſtie changing of the Scene? 
Guil. Oh! take thy Sword; and let thy valiant Hand 
Be ready aim'd to guard thy noble Life: 
The Time, the Danger, and the wild Impatience, 
Forbid me all to enter in Speech with thee, 
Or I could tell thee—-— 
Pemb. No, it uceds not, Traitor, 
For all thy poor, thy little Arts are known. 
Thou fear it my Vengeance, and art come to fawn, 
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To make a Merit of that proffer'd Freedom, 
Which in Deſpite of thee, a Day ſhall give me, 
Nor can my Fate depend on thee, falſe Guilford ; 
For, know to thy Confufion, ere the Sun 

Twice gild the Eaſt, our Royal Mary comes 

To end thy Pageant Reign, and ſet me free. 

Gui. Ungrateful and unjuſt! haſt thou then known 
So little, to accuſe my Heart of Fear? me, 
Haſt thou forgotten Muſſelborough's Field ? 

Did I then fear, when by thy Side I fought, 
And dy'd my Maiden Sword in Scotti/b Blood? 
But this is Madnets all. 

Pens. Give me my Sword. [Taking his Sword. 
Perhaps indeed, I wrong thee. J how hat thought; 
And con ſcious of the Injury thou haſt done me, 

Art come to proffer me a Soldier's Juſtice, 
And meet my Arm in ſingle Oppoſition. 
Lead then, and let me Z llow to the Field. 

Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisty thy Vengeance, 
And write thy bloody Purpoſe on my Boſom. | 
But let Death wait-to-day, By our paſt Friendſhip, 
In Honour's Name, by every facred Lie, 

I beg thee aſk no more. But haſte from hence. 
Femb. What myſtic Meaning lurks beneath thy 
Words ? [with ? 
What Fear is this, which thou would'ſt awe ny Soul 
Is there a Danger Pembroke dares not meet ? pl 
Guil. Oh! ſpare my Tongue a Tale of Guilt and 
Horror, ; 
Truſt me this once: Believe me when I tell thee, 
Thy Safety and thy Lite is all I ſeek, 
Away! 
Pemb. By Heav'n ! I wo'not ſtir a Step. 
Curſe on this ſhuffling, dark ambiguous Phraſe. 
If thou would'ſt have me thiak thou mean'ſt me fairly, 
Speak with that Plainneſs Honeſty delights in, 
And let thy double longue for once be true. 

Guil, Forgive me, filial Viety and Nature, 
If thus compell'd, I break your facred | aws, 
Reveal my Father's Crime, and blot with \ntamy 
he hoary Head ot him who gave me Being 
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To ſave the Man whom my Soul loves, ſtom Death. 


[ Giving a Paper. 


Read there the fatal Purpoſe of thy Foe, [Horror ; 


A Thought which wounds my Soul with Shame and 


Semewhat that Darkneſs ſhou'd have hid for ever, 
But that thy Life—Say, haſt thou ſeen that Charecter? 
Pemb. Iknowit well; the Hand of proud Northum- 
Directed to his Minions, Gates and Palmer [berland, 
What's this ? [ Reads, 
Remember, with your cloſeſt Care, to «bſerve theſe 
whom I nam d to you at parting, eſpecially keep your 
Eye upon the Earl of Pembroke, as his Power and 
Intereſt are maſt confiderable, jo his Oppoſition will 
be moſt fatal tous. Remember the Reſolmtion was 
taken if you ſhould find him in-lin'd to onr Enemies. 
The Forms of Juſlice are tedious, and delays are 
dangerous. If be eme laſe net the fight of him 
till your Daggers bade reach'd his Reart. 
My Heart! Oh, murd'rous Villain! 
Cuil. Since he parted, 
Thy Ways have all been watch'd, thy Steps been maik d, 
I by fecret Treaties with the Mlalecontenzs 
That harbour in the City, thy centerring 
With Gard'ner here in the Tower ; all is known: 
And, in purſuance of that bloody Mandate, 
A Set of choſen Kuffians wait to end thee. 
There was but one way left me to preſetve thee. 
I took it; and this Morning ſent my Warrant 
To ſeize upon thy Perſon But begone! 
Pemb. "Vis fo—'tis Truth—1 ſee his honeſt Heart— 
Guil. lhaven Friend of well try'd Faith and Courage, 
Who with a fit Diſguiſe, and Arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence in Safety. 
Pemb. W hat is Northumber/and ? And what ar: thou ? 
Guil. Waite not the Time. Away 
Pemb. Here let me hx, 
And gaze with everlaſting Wonder en thee, 
What is there good or excellenc in Man, 
That is not found in thee ? Thy Virtues flaſh, 
They brake at once on my aſtoniſn'd Soul 
Ag if the Curtains of the Dark were drawn, + 
To let in Day at Midnight. 
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To make a Merit of that proffer'd Freedom, 
Which in Deſpite of thee, a Day ſhall give me, 
Nor can my Fate depend on thee, falſe Guilford; 
For, know to thy Confufion, ere the Sun 

Twice gild the Eaſt, out Royal Mary comes 

To end thy Pageant Reign, and ſet me free. 

Gui. Ungrateful and unjuſt! haſt thou then known 
So little, to accuſe my Heart of Fear? me, 
Haſt thou forgotten Muſſelborough's Field? 

Did I then fear, when by thy Side I fought, 
And dy'd my Maiden Sword in Scottiſh Blood? 
But this is Madneſs all. 
Pens. Give me my Sword. [Taking his Sword. 


Perhaps indeed, I wrong thee. I hon hait thought; 


And con ſcious of the Injury thou haſt done me, 
Art come to proffer me a Soldier's Juſtice, 

And meet my Arm in ſingle Oppoſition. 

Lead then, and let me polo to the Field. 

Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisty thy Vengeance, 
And write thy bloody Purpoſe on my Boſom. | 
But let Death wait-to-day, By our paſt Friendſhip, 
In Honour's Name, by every facred Tie, 

I beg thee aſk no more. But haſte from hence. 
Femb. What myſtic Meaning lurks beneath thy 
Words ? [with ? 
What Fear is this, which thou would'ſt awe ny Soul 
Is there a Danger Pembroke dares not meet? 
Guil. Oh! ſpare my Tongue a Tale of Guilt and 
Horror, | 
Truft me this once : Believe me when I tell thee, 
Thy Safety and thy Lite is all I ſeek. 
Away! 
Pemb. By Heav'n ! I wo'not ſtir a Step. 
Curſe on this ſhuffling, dark ambiguous Phraſe. 
If thou would'ſt have me think thou mean'ſt me fairly, 
Speak with that Plainneſs Honeſty delights in, 
And let thy double 'l ongue for once be true. 
Guil, Forgive me, filial Piety and Nature, 
If thus compell'd; I break your facred las, 
Reveal my Father's Crime, and blot with \ntamy 
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To ſave the Man whom my Soul loves, from Death, 


[ Giving a Paper. 


Read there the fatal Purpoſe of thy Foe, [Horror ; 


A "Thought which wounds my Soul with Shame and 


Semewhat that Darkneis ſhou'd kave hid for ever, 


But that thy Life—Say, haſt thou ſeen that Character? 


Pemb. Iknowit well; the Hand of proud Northum- 
Directed to his Minions, Gates and Pa/mer. [berland, 
What's this ? [ Reads. 

Remember, with your cloſeſt Care, to »bſerve thaſe 

whom | nam d to you at parting, eſpecially keep your 


Eye upon the Earl of Pembroke, as his Power and 
Intereſt are moſt confiderable, ſo his Oppoſition will 


be moſt fatal tous. Remember the Reſolntion was 
taken if you ſhould find him in-lin'd to onar Enemies, 
The Forms of Juſtice are tedious, and delays are 
dangerous. If he falters, laſe net the fight of him 
till your Daggers bade reach'd his Reart. 
My Heart! Oh, wurd'rous Villain! 
Guil. Since he parted, 
Thy Ways have all been watch'd, thy Steps been maik'q, 
l by fecret Treaties with the Malecontenzs 
That harbour in the City, thy centerring 
With Gard'ner here in the Tower; all is known: 
And, in purſuance of that bloody Mandate, 
A Set of choſen Kuffians wait to end thee. 
There was but one way left me to preſetve thee. 
I took it; and this Morning ſent my Warrant 
To ſeize upon thy Perſon But begone! 
Pemb. "lis fo—'tis Truth—1 fee his honeſt Heart— 
Cuil. lhaven Friend of well try'd Faith and Courage, 
Who with a fit Diſguiſe, and Arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence in Safety. 
Pemb. What is Northumber/and ? And what ar: thou? 
Guil. Waite not the Time. Away 
Pemb. Here let me hx, 
And gaze with everlaſting Wonder en thee, 
What is there good or excellenc in Man, 
That is not found in thee? Thy Virtues flaſh, 
They brake at once on my aſtoniſh'd Soul; 
Ag if the Curtains of the Dark were drawn, 
To let in Day at Midnight. C#:/. 
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Cuil. Think me true; 
And tho” Ill fortune crots'd upon our Friendſhip— 
Pemb. Curſe on our Fortune Think II know thee 
honeſt. 
Guil. For ever I could heat thee=——but thy Life 


Oh, Pembroke! linger not 
Pemb. And can I leave thee 
Ere | have claſp'd thee in my eager Arms, 
And giv'n thee back my fad repenting Heart? 
Believe me, Guilford, like the Patriarch's Dove, 
[ Embracing. 
It wander*d forth, but found no reſting place, 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 

Guil. What is there that my Soul can more deſire, 
Than theſe dear Marks of thy returning Friendſhip ? 
The Danger comes — If you ſtay longer here, 
You die, my Pembroke. 

Pemb. Let me ſtay and die; 

For i, Igo, I go to work thy Ruin. 

Thou know it not what a Fee thou ſend'ſt me forth. 
That I have ſworn Deſttuction to'the Queen, 

And pledg'd my Faith to Mary and her Caule : 

My Honour is at ſtake 

Gui! | know tis given. 

But 76 -—— The ſironger thy Engagement's there, 
The more's thy Danger here. There is a power 

W hi» fits above the Stars; in him I truſt : 

Al! that I have, his bounteous Hand beſtow*d ; 
And he that gave it, can preſerve it to me 

It his oe ruſing Will ordains my Ruin, 
What is there more, but to fall dewn before him, 
And humbly yield Obedience !—Fly !—Begone! 


Pemb. Yes, I wili go—tor ſee ! Beheld who comes! 


Oh, Gui ford hide me, ſhicld me from her fight ; 
Ev'ry mad Faſſion kindles up again, 

Love, Rage, Deſpair—and yet I will be Maſter —— 
I will remember thee — Oh, my torn Heart! 

I have a thoutand, thou and things to ſay, 

Bui; cannot, dare not ſtay to look on her. 

Thus gloov-ny Ghoſts whene'er the breaking Mors 
Gives notice ot the Chearful Sun's return, 
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Fade at the Light, with Horror ſtand oppreſsd, 

And ſhrink betore the purple dawning Eaſt ; 

Swift with the fleeting Shades they wing their Way, 

And dread the Brightneſs of the rifing Day. ; 
[Exeunt Guilford and Pembroke, 


Enter Lady Jane, reading. 


La. Ja. © is falſe! the thinking Soul is ſomewhat 
* Than Symmetry of Atoms well ditpos'd, [more 
The Harmony of Matter. Farewell elſe 
„he Hope of all hereafter, that new Life, 
That ſeparate Intelle ct, which muſt ſurvive 
„When this fine Frame is moulder'd into Duſt,” 


Enter Guilford. 


Guil. What read*ſt thou there, my Queen? 
La. Ja. "Tis Plato's Phedon ; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of Life, 
With ſuch an eaſy, careleſs, calm Indifference, 
As if the Trifle were of no account, 
Mean in itſelf, .and only to be worn 
In honour of the Giver. 
Cuil. Shall thy Soul 
Still ſcorn the World, , ſtill fly the Joys that court 
Thy blooming Beauty, and thy tender Youth ? 
till ſhall ſhe ſoar on Contemplation's Wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the Stars z 
\s Heaven and Immortality alone 
Were Objects worthy to employ her Faculties? 
La. Ja. Bate but thy Truth what is there here below 
Delerves the leaſt Regard? Is it not time 
To bid our Souls looks out, explore hereafter, 
And ſeek ſome better ſure- abiding Place; 
When all around our gathering Foes come on, 
To drive, to ſweep us from this World at once ? 
Guil. Does any Danger new— 
La. Ja. The faithleſs Counſellors 
Are fled from hence to join the Princeſs Mary. 
The ſetvile Head of Courtiers, who ſo late 
In low Obeiſance bent the Knee before me; 
They who with zealous Tongues and Hands _— 
C eſought 
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Be ſought me to defend their Laws and Faith; 
Vent their leud Exectations on my Name, 
Proclaim me Trait'teſs now, and to the Scaffold 
Doom my devoted Head. 

cuil. The changeling Villains! 
That pray for Slavery, fight for their Bonds, 
And ſhun the Bleſſing, Liberty, like Ruin. 
What art thou, Human Nature, .to do thus ? 
Does Fear or Folly make thee, like the furious Indian, 
Fall down before this dread: ul Devil, Tyranny, 
And worſhip the Deſtroyer ? + 
But wherefore do ] loiter tamely here? 
Give me my Arms: | will preſerve my Country, 
Ex'n in her own Deſpight. Some Friends I have, 
Who will or die or conquer in thy Cauſe, 
Thine and Religions, thine and England's Cauſe. 
: "i Ja. Art thou not all my Treaſure, all my Guard# 
And wo't thou take from me the only Joy, 
The laſt Defence is left me here below.? | 
Think not thy Arm can ſtem the driving Torrent, 
Or ſave a People, who with blinded Rage 
Urge their own Fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
Northumberland, thy Father, is in Arms; 
And it it be in Valour to defend us; 
His Sword that-long has known the way to Conqueit 
Shall be our ſureſt Safety. 


Enter the Duke of Suffolk 


Suff. Oh! my Children! 
* Ja. Alas! What means my Father ? 
Oh ! my Son, 
Thy F ather, great Northumberland, on whom 
Our deareſt Hopes were built 
Guil, Ha! what of him! 
Suff. Is loſt! Betray'd! | 
His Army, onward as he march'd, ſhrunk from him, 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his Side; ; 
Like falling Hail thick ſtrewn upon the Ground, 
Which, ere we can.efſay to count, is vaniſh'd, 
With ſome few Followers he arriv'd at Cambridge ; 3 
But there «i they forſook him; and himſelf 
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Was forc'd, wich heavy Heart and wa try Eye, 
To caſt his Cap up, with diſſembled Chear, 
And cry, God ſave Queen Mary. But alas! 
Little avail'd the Semblance of that Loyalty: 
For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With Treaſon he was charg'd, and there arreſted ; 
And now he brings him Pris'ner up to London, 
La. Fa. Then there's an end of Greatneſs: the vain 
Dream — 
Of Empire and a Crown, that danc'd before me, 
With all thoſe unſubſtantial empty Forms, | 
Waiting in idle Mockery around us ; 
The gaudy Maſk, tedious, and nothing meaning, 
Is vaniſh'd all at ence—Why, fare it well. | 
Guil, And can'ſt thou bear this ſudden Turn of Fate 
With ſuch unſhaken Temper? 
La. Fa. For myſelf, 
If 1cou'd form a Wiſh for Heav'n to grant, 
It ſhould have been, to rid meof this Crown. 
And thou, o'er-ruling, Great, All-knowing Power! 
Thou, _ diſcern*ft our Thoughts, who ſee'ſt em 
riſing | 
And Per in the Soul; oh judge me, Thou! 
if e'er Ambnion's guilty Fires have warm'd me, 
If e'er my Heartinclin'd to Pride, to Power, 
Or join'd in being a Queen. 1 took the Scepter 
To fave this Land, thy People, and thy Altars: 
And now, behold I bend my grateful Knee, [ Kneeling. 
In humble Adoration of that Mercy, 
W hich quits me of the vaſt unequal Taſk. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 
Dut. of Suff. Nay, keep that Poſture ſtill ; and let 


us Join, 
Fix all our Knees to thine, lift up our Hands, 
And ſeek for Health and Pity from above, 
For Earth and faithleſs Man will give us none. 
La. Ja. What is the worſt our cruel Fate ordainzus? 
Dut. of Suff. Curs'd be my fatal Counſels, curs'd 
be my Tongue 
That pleaded for t * and perſuaded 
- 
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Thy guiltleſs Feet to tread the Paths of Greatneſs ! 
My Child !—I have undone thee |— 

La. Ja. Oh, my Mother! 

Should I not bear a Portion in your Sorrows ? 

Dut. of Suff. Alas! thou haft thy own, a double Por- 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, [tion, 
Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded Name, 
Now crowd to meet, and hail her as their Queen. 
Suſſex is enter'd here, commands the Tower, 

Has plac'd his Guards around ; and this fad Place, 
So late thy Palace, is become our Priſon, | 

I ſaw him bend his Knee to cruel Gardiner, 

Who, freed from his Confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embrac*d and bleſs him with a Hand of Blood. 
Each haft'ning Moment I expect em here, | 
To ſeize, and paſs the Doom of Death upen vs. 

Guil. Ha! ſeiz'd! ſhalt thou be ſeiz'd? and ſhall I 
And tamely ſee thee borne away to Death ? [ſtand, 
Then blaſted be my Coward Name for ever. 

No, Iwill ſet myſelf to guard this Spot, 

To which our narrow Empire now is ſhrunk ! 

Here will I grow the Bulwark of my Queen; 

Nor ſhall the Hand of Vielence profane thee, 

Until my Breaſt has borne a thouſand Wounds, 

Jill this torn mangled Body fink at once 

A Heap of purple Ruin at thy Feet. 0 
La. Ja. And could thy raſh diſtracted Rage do thus? 

Draw thy vain Sword againſt an armed Multitude, 

Only to have my poor Heart ſplit with Horror, 

To ſee thee ſtabb'd and butcher'd here before me? 

Oh, call thy better nobler Courage to thee, 

And let us meet this adverie Fate with Patience? 

Greet our inſulting Foes with equal Tempers, 

With even Brows, and Souls ſecure of Death; 

Here ſtand unmov'd ; as once the Roman Senate 

Receiv'd fierce Brennus, and the conquering Gauls ; 

"Till ev'n the rude Barbarians ſtood amaz'd 

At ſuch ſuperior Virtue. Be thyſelf 

For ſee the Trial comes 
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Enter Suſſex, Gardiner, Officers and Soldiers. 


Fuſſ. Guards, execute your Orders; ſeize the Traitors. 
Here my Commiſſion. ends. 'T'o you, my Lord, 
| | [Te Gardiner. 
So our great Miſtreſs, Royal Mary, bids 
leave the ful] Diſpotal of theſe Pris'ners 
To your wile Care the pious Queen commends 
Her ſacred'Self,. her Crown; and what's yet more, 
The holy Roman Church; for whoſe dear Safety, 
She wills your utmoſt Diligence be ſhewn, 
To bring Rebellion to the Bar of Juſtice. 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much the truſts | 
In Winchefter's deep Thought, and well try*d Faith, 
The Seal attends to grace thoſe rev'rend Hands 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 
Chief Miniſter 'and Chancellor of England. 
Gard. Unnumber'd Bleſſings fall upon her Head, 
My ever gracious Lady! to remember | 
With ſuch full Bounty her old humble Beadſman! 
For theſe her Foes, leave me to deal with them. 
Su. The Queen is on her Entrance, and expects 
My Lord, fare wel. ime; 
Gard. Farewel, right noble Fuer: 
Commend me to the Queen's Grace; ſay, her Bidding 
Shall be obſervid by her moſt lowly Creature. 
þ [&xit Suſſex, 
Lieutenant of the Tower; take hence your Prisners: 
Be it your Care to fee em kept apart 
That they may hold no Cammetce with each other. 
La. Ja, That Stroke was unexpeQed. 
Guil. Wilt thou part us ? 


Gard. I hold no Speech with Heretics and Traitors. | 


Lieutenant, ſee my Orders are obey'd. [Exit Gardiner. 
Cuil. Inhuman, monſtrous, unexampled Cruelty! 
Oh, Tyrant! but the Taſk becomes thee well ; 
Thy ſavage Temper joys to do Death's Office; 
To tear the ſacred Bands of Love aſunder, 
And part thoſe Hands which Heav'n itſelf had join'd. 
Dur. of Suff. To let us waſte the little reſt of Life 
Together, had been merciful. . 
C 3 Suff. 
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Suff. Then it had not 
Been done like Wincheſter. 

Guil, Thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd; 

Calm Temper fits upon thy beauteous Brow ; 
Thy Eyes, that flow'd fo faſt for Edward's Loſs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the Ruin round thee; 
As if thou had*ft reſolv*d to brave thy Fate, 

And triumph in the midſt of Deſolation, 

Ha ! ſee, it ſwells ;. the liquid Cryſtal riſes, 

It ſtarts, in ſpite of thee, — but I will catch it; 
Nor let the Earth be wet with Dew ſo rich. 

La. Fa. And doſt thou think, my Guilford, I can ſee 
My Father, Mother, and ev'n thee my Huſband, 
Torn from my Side without a Pang of Sorrow? 

How art thou thus ur knowing in my Heart! 
Words cannot tell thee what feel. There is 
An agonizing Soſtneſs buſy here, 

That tugs the Strings, that ſtruggles to get loole, 
And pour my Soul in Wailings out before thee, 

Ouil. Give way, and let the guſhing Torrent come. 
Beheld the Tears we bring to ſwell the Deluge, 

Till the Flood riſe upon the guilty World, 
And make the Ruin common. 

La. Fa. Guilford! no: 

The Time for tender Thoughts and ſoft Endearments 
Is fled away and gone; Joy has forſaken us; 

Our Hearts have now another Part to play; 

They mult be ſteel'd with ſome uncommon Fortitu le, 
That, fearleſs, we may tr224 the paths of Horror; 
And in deſpight of Fortune nd our Foes, 

Ev'n in the Hour of Death, be more than Conquerors. 

Cuil. Oh, teach 1+ | ſay, what Energy divine 
Inſpires thy ſofter Sex, and tender Years, 

With ſuch unſhaken Courage? 
La. Fa. Truth and Innocence; 
A conſcious Knowledge rooted in my Heart, 
That to have ſav'd my Country was my Duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my — I would ſave thee ; 


But Hea v'n forbids, Heav'n diſallows my Weakneſs, 
And to ſom? dear ſelected Hero's Hand 
Reſerves the Glory of thy great Deliverance... 


Lieut. 
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Lieut. My Lords, my Orders 
Guil. See! we muſt—muſt part. 
La. Ja. Yet ſurely we ſhall meet again. 
Guil, Oh! Where? 
Lea Ja. If not on Earth; ameng yon golden Stars, 
Where other Suns ariſe on other Earths, 
And happier Beings reſt on happier Seats: - 
Where, with a Reach enlarg'd, the Soul ſhall view 
The great Creator's never-ceaſing Hand 
Pour forth new Words to a}l Eternity, 
And people the Infinity of Space. | 
Cuil. Fain would I chear my Heart with Hopes like 
theſe 3 2 1 8 
But my ſad Thought tutns ever to the Grave, 
To that laſt Dwelling, whither now we haſte, _. 
Where the black Shade ſhall interpoſe betwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing Eyes for ever. 
La. Ja. Lis true, by thoſe dark Paths our Journey 
leads; | 
And thro* the Vale of Death we paſs to Life. 
But what 1s there in Death to Liab our Hopes ? 
Behold. the univerſal Works of Nature, 
Where Life ti!l/ ſprings from Death. To us the Sun 
Dies ev*ry Night, and every Morn revives ; 
The Flow*rs, which Winter's icy Hand deſtroy'd, 
Lift their fair Heads, and live again in Spring. 
Mark, with what Hopes upon the ſurrow'd Plain, 
The careful Ploughman caſts the pregnant Grain; 
There hid, as in a Graye, awhile it lies, 
Till the reyolving Seaſon bids it riſe, , 
Till-Nature's genial Powers command a Birth, 
And potent, call it fiom the teeining Earth: 
Then farze Increaſe the bury'd | eaſures yield, 
And with iull Harveſts crown'th- plenteous Field. 
[Exeunt ſeverally with Guards. 


} 
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ACT v. S CEN E I. 


SCENE continues. 


Enter Gardiner, as Lord Chancellor, and the Lieutenant 


of the Tower, Servants with Lights before m. 


| nn 
S Morning to your Lordſhip! you riſe early. 
IF Gard. Nay, by the Rood there are too many 
Sleepers; | 2, | 
Some muſt ſtir early, or the State ſhall ſuffer, 
Did you, as yeſterday, our Mandate bade, 
Inform your Pris'ners Lady Fane and Guilford 
They were to die this Day:? | 
Lieut. My Lord, 1 did. 


* 


Gard. lis well. But ſay, How did your Meſſage: 


like em? | | 
Lieut. My Lord, they met the Summons with a Tem- 


That ſhew'd a ſolemn, ſerious Senſe of Death, [per 


Mix'd with a noble Scorn of all its Terrors, 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf. ſame Patience 
With which they till have borne them in their Priſon, 
In one Requeſt, they both concutt d: Each begg'd. 
To die before the other. 7 
Gard. That diſpoſe 
As you think fitting. 
Lieut. The Lord Guilford only 
Implor'd another Boon, ard urg'd it warmly ; 
That ere he ſuffer'd, he might ſee his Wile, 
And take a laſt Farewell. 
Gard. That's not much: 4 
That Grace may be allow'd him: See you to it. 
How goes the Morning ? 
Lieut. Not yet Four, my Lord. 
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Card. By Ten they meet their Fate. Let one 

| thing more. 

You know 'twas order'd that the Lady Fan 

Shou'd ſuffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 

No Crouds may be let in, no maudlin Gazers 

To wet their Handkerchiefs, and make Report 

How like a Saint ſhe ended. Some fit Number, 10 

And thoſe too of our Friends, were moſt convenient: il} 

But, above all, ſee that good Guard be kept ; 

You know the Queen is lodg'd at preſent here, 

Take care that no Diſturbance reach her Highneſs. 


And ſo good Morning, good Maſter Lieutenant. 
[Exit Lieutenant. 


How now! what Light comes here? 
Serv. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, 

If I miſtake not, 'tis the Earl of Pembroke. 
Gard. Pembroke !—"Tis he; what calls him forth 

thus early ? 

Some what he ſeems to bring of high Import, 

Some Flame uncommon kindles up his Soul, 

And flaſhes forth impetuous at his Eyes. 


Enter Pembroke, a Page with a Light before him. 


Good-morrow, noble Pembroke ! What importunate 
And ſtrong Neceſſity breaks on your Slumbers, 

And rears your youthful Head from off your Pillow 
At this unwholeſome Hour; while yet the Night 
Laſts in her latter Courſe, and with her raw 

And rheumy Damps infeſts the duſky Air ? | 

Pemb. Oh, rev'rend Wincheſter ! my beating Heart 14 
Exults and labours with the Joy it bears. 10 
The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Morn; 1 
This coming Day the Sun ſhall riſe more glorious, Wi 
Than when his Maiden Beams firſt gilded o'er 
The rich immortal Greens, the flow'ry Plains, 
And fragrant Bow'rs of Paradiſe new-born, 

Gard. What Happineſs is this ? 

Pemb. Tis Mercy! Mercy. | 
The Mark of Heav'n impreſs d on Human Kind, 
Mercy, that glads the World, deals Joy around. 
Mercy, that fmooths the — Brow of Pow'r, 

5 


And 
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And makes Dominion light; Mercy that ſaves, 
Binds up the broken Heart, and heals Deſpair. 
Mary, our-royal, ever-gracious Miſtreſs, 
Has to my Services and humbleſt Pray'rs 
Granted the Lives of Guilford and his Wiſe ; 
Full and free Pardon! | 

Gard, Ha]! What ſaid you? Pardon! 
But ſure you cannot mean it, gou'd not urge 
The Queen to ſuch a raſh and ill tim'd Grace? 
What fave the Lives of thoſe who wore her Crown! 
My Lord, 'tis moſt unweigh'd, pernicious Counſel, 
And muſt not be comply'd with. 
Penb. Not comply'dwith !' 
And who ſhall dare to bar her ſacred Pleaſure, 
And ſtop the Stream of Mercy ? 

Gard, That will I: | 
Who wo'not ſee her gracious Diſpoſition, 
Drawn to deſtroy herſelf. 

Pemb. Thy narrow Soul 
Knows not the God like Glory of forgiving :- 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs Heart conceive. 
How large. the Pow'r, now fix*d the Empire is, 
Which Benefits confer on generous Minds: 
Goodneſs prevails upon the ſtubborn'ſ Foes, 
And conquers more than Cæſar's Sward did. 

Gard Theſe are romantic, light, vain-glorious Dreams. 
Have you conſider'd well upon: the Danger? | 
How dear to the fond Many, and how. popular- 

] beſe are whom you wou'd ſpare ? - Have you. forgot; 
When at the Bar, before. the Seat of judgment, 

This Lady Fane, this beauteous Trait'teſs ſtood, 
With what Command the charm'd- the whole Aſſembly? 
With ffent- Grief: the mourntul Audience fat, | 
Fix'd on her Face and liſt' ning to her leading. 

Her very Judges wrung their Hands for Pity ; . 

1 heir old Hearts melted in them as ſbe ſpoke, 

And Tears tan down upon their ſilver Beards.. 

Een Imylelf was mov'd, and for a Moment: 

Felt Wrath ſuſpended in my doubtful Breaſt, 

And queſtion'd if the Voice I heard was mortal. 
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Like Burſts of Thunder, ſhook the ſpacious Hall! 

At laſt, when ſore conftrain'd, thiunwilling Lords 

Prorounc'd the fatal Sentence on her Life: | 

A Peal of Groans ran thro' the crowded Court 

As ev'ry Heart were broken, and the Doom, 

Like that which waits the World, were univerſal. 
Pemb. And can that facred Form, that Angel's Voice, 

Which mov'd the Hearts of a rude ruthleſs Crowd, 

Nay, mov*d ev*n thine, now ſue in vain for Pity? 
Gard. Alas! you look on her with Lover's Eyes: 

hear and ſee through reaſonable Organs, 

Where Paſſion has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 

You have too little of the Stateſman 1n you. 

Pemb. And you, my Lord, too little of the Churchmar. 
Is not the ſacred Purpoſe of our Faith, | 
Peace and Good-will to Man? The hallow'd Hand 
Ordain'd to bleſs,. ſhould know no Stain of Blood. 

'Tis true, I am not praQtis'd in your Politics; 
Twas your pernicious Counſel led the Queen 
To break her Proiniſe with the Men of Sufo/k, 
To violate, what in a Prince ſhould be 

Sacred above the reſt, her royal Word. 

Gard. Yes, and I dare avow it; I advis'd her 
To break thro“ all Engagements made with Heretics, 
And keep no Faith with ſuch a miſcreant Crew. 

Pemb, Where ſhall we ſeek for Truth, when even 


Religion, 

The prieſtly Robe, and mitred Head diſelaim it? 
But thus bad Men diſhonour the beſt Cauſe. . 
I tell thee, Winchefter, Doctrines like thine 
Have ſtain'd our holy Church with greater Infamy 
han alt your Eloquence can wipe away. 
Hence *tis, that thoſe who differ from our Faith, 
Brand us with Breach of Oaths, with Perſecution, 
With Tyranny ofer Conſcience, and proclaim . 
Our ſcarlet Prelates Men that thirſt for Blood, 
Ar Chriſtian Rome more crnel than the Pagan. . 

G:rd Nayy if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be 
Better aavis'd,' than thus to cheriſh Vipers, 
Whoſe mortal Stings are arm'd againſt her Life. 
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For while I hold the Seal, no Pardon paſſes | 


For Heretics and Traitors. 
Pemb. *Tis unlucky _ 3 | 

To meet and croſs, upon this froward Prieſt : 

But let me loſe the Thought on't, let me haſte, 

Pour my glad Tidings forth on Guilford's Boſom. 

And pay him back the Life his Friendſhip fav'd. [Exit, 


[Exit Gardiner. 


* 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Lady Jane 
kneeling, as at her Devotion; a Lipht, and a Book 
placed on a Table before her. 


Enter Lieutenant ef the Tower, Lord Guilford, and 


one of Lady Jane's Women. 

Let me not preſs upon your Lordſhip Farther, 

But wait your Leiſure in the Antichaniber. 
Guil. I will not hold you long. [Exit Lieutenant. 
Vom. Softly, my Lord! 5 

For yet, behold, ſhe kneels, Before the Night 
Had reach*d her middle Space, fhe left her Bed, 
And with a pleaſing ſober Chearfulueſs, 
As for her Funeral, artay'd herſelf 
In thoſe ſad ſolemn Weeds. Since then, her Knee 
Has known that Poſture only, and her Eye, 
Or fix'd upon the ſacred Page before her, 
Or lifted with her riſing Hopes to Heaven. 

Guil. See! with what Zeal thoſe holy Hands are reat*d, 
Mark her vermillion Lip, with Fervor trembling !_ 
Her ſpotleſs Boſom ſwells with ſacred Ardor, 
And burns with Extaſy and ſtrong Devotion ; 
Her ſupplication ſweet, her faithful Vows e 
Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heaven, 
Like Incenſe from the golden Cenſer rile : 
Or bleſſed Angels miniſter unſeen, 
Catch the ſoft Sounds and with alternate Office 
Spread their ambroſial Wings, then mount with Joy 
And waft fem upwards to the Throne of Grace. 
| ut ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 
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Lady Jane riſes, and comes towards the front of the Stage, 


La Ja. Ha! 

Art thou my Guilford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled Quiet'of my Soul ? 

Imeant to part without another Pang, 

And lay my weary Head down full of Peace. 

Guil. Forgive the Fondneſs of my longing Soul, 
That melts with Tenderneſs, and leans towards thee : 
Thoꝰ the imperious dreadful Voice of Fate 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the World. 
But if to ſee thy Guilford give thee Pain, 

Wou'd I had dy'd, and never more beheld thee : 
Tho my lamenting diſcontented Ghoſt 

Had wander'd.:forth;; unbleſs“d by thoſe Eyes, 
And wail'd thy Loſs in Death's eternal Shades. 

La. Fa. My Heart had ended ey*ry earthly Care, 

Had offer*d up its Pray'r for thee and England, 

And fix*dits Hopes upon a Rock unſailing ; 

While all the little Bus“ neſs that remain'd, ; 
Was put to paſs the Forms of Death with Conſtancy, 
And leave a Life become indifferent to me. 

But thou haſt weaken'd other Thoughts within me: 
Thy fight, my dear'ſt Huſband and my Lord, 

Strikes on the tender Strings of Love and Nature: 
My variquiſh*& Paſſtons riſe again; and tell me 

is more, far more than. Deatli, to part from thee. 


* Enter Pembroke. 


Pemb. Oh, let me fly bear me thou ſwift Impatience, 

And lodge ine in my faithful Gui/ferd's Arms ; 
| | yg varies ef Gws of fEmbracing. 

That I may ſnatch him from the greedy Grave, 
That I may warm his gentle, Heart with Joy, 
And talk to him of Lite, of Life and Pardon. 

Guil. What means my deareſt Penlbroke ? 

Pemb. Oh! my Speech 
Is choak'd with Words that crowd to tell iny Tidings: 
But I have ſav'd thee, and Oh, Joy unutterable ! 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving Miſtreſs, 
Has gi v'n not only thee to my Requeſt, 


But 


62 Lady Jane Gray. 


But ſhe, ſhe too, in whom alone thou liv'ſt, 
Ihe Partner of thy Heart, thy Love is ſafe. 


Guil. Millions of Bleſſings wait her !--Has ſhe--tell me! 


Oh! has ſhe. ſpar'd my Wife? 
Pemb. Both, both are pardon'd, 
But haſle, and do thou lead me to thy Saint, 
That I may caſt mytelf beneath her Feet, 
And beg ker to accept this poor Amends , | 
For all ve done againſt her.—Thou ſair Excellence, 


[Kneeling, 


Can'ſt thou forgive the hoſliſe Hand that arm'd. 
Againſt thy Cauſe, and robb'd thee of a Crown ?. 


La. Fa. Oh, riſe, my Lord, and let me. take your 


Poſture. 

Life and the World were hardhy worth my Care, 
But you haye reconcil'd me to em both; 
Then let me pay ny Gratitude, and for 
This free, this noble, unexpected Mercy, . | 
Thus low 1 bow te Heav'n, the. Queen, and You- 

Pemb. To me! forbid it, Goodneſs! if 1 live, 
Somewhat I will du ſhall deſerve your Thanks: 
All Diſcord and R<inembrunce of Offence 
Shall be clean. blot: ed out ja and for your Freedom, 
Mytelf have underta'en to be your Caution. | 
Hear me, you Saints, and aid. my pious Purpoſe ; ._ 
Theſe that deſetve ſo much; this won drous Pair. 
Let theſe be happy; ;ev'ry Joy attend em, 
A fruitful Bed, a Chain of Love unbroken, 
A good old Age, to ſee their Children's Children, 
A- boly Death, and everlaſting Memory: 
While I refign:to them my Share of Happineſs: 
Contented ſtill to want what they enjoy, 
Aud ſingly to be wretched: 


Enter Lieutenant of * the Tower, 


Lieut. The Lord. Chancellor. 
Is come with Orders from the Queen. 


Enter Gardiner, and Attendants. 


Pemb. Ah! Wincheſter | 
Gard. The Queen, whole Days be many, . 


Reſolve 
Pem 
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By me Confirms her firſt accorded Grace: | 
But as the pious Princeſs means her Mercy | 
Should reach ev'n to the Soul as well as Body, | 
By me ſhe ſignifies her Royal Pleaſure, | 
That thou Lord Guilford, and the — Fromm, 
Do inſtantly renounce, abjure. your Here ſy, 
And yield Obedience to the See of Rome, 
La. Ja. What! turn. Apoſtate I 
Guil. Ha! forgive my Taith! 
Gard. This one. Conditian only ſeals your Pardon. 
But if thro* Pride of Heart and ſtubborn Obſtinacy, 
With wilful Hands.you puſh the Bleſſing from you, 
And ſhut your Eyes againſt ſuch maniteſt Light; 
Know.ye, your former Sentence ſtands confirm'd, 
And you muſt die to day. 
Pemb. is falſe as Hell. 
The Mercy of the Queen was freed and full. 
Think'ſt thou that Princes merchandiſe their Graces, 
As Roman Prieſts their Pardons ?: Do they bartet, 
Screw up, like you, the Buyer to a Price, 
And doubly fell What. was deſign'd a Giſt ?. 
Gard. My, Lord, this. Language ill beſeems your 
Nobleneſe! 
Nor come I here to Bandy Words with Madmen: 
Behold the Royal Signet of the Queen, 
Which amply ſpeak her Meaning. You, the Pris'ners, 
Have heard at large its Purport, and muſt inſtantly 
Reſolve upon the Choice of Life or Death. 
Pemb. Curſe on—But whzrefore do I loiter here? 
I' to the Queen this Moment, and there know. 
What *tis the Miſchief-making Prieſt intends. [Exit. 
Gard. Your Wiſdom points you out a proper Courſe. 
A Word with you, Lieutenant. 
I [Talks with the Lieutenant aſide. 
Cuil. Miſt we part then? 
Where are thoſe Hopes that flatter'd us hut now? | 
"Thoſe. Joys, that like the ſpring with all its Flowers, n 1 
Pour'd out their Pleaſures every Where around us? | 
In one poor Minute gone, at once they wither'd, 9 
And left their. Place all deſolate behind 'em. | 
La. Ja Such is this fooliſh World, and ſuch the 1 
Certainty- | Of I! 
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Of all the boaſting Bleſſings it beſtows : 
Then Guilford, let's have no more to do with it; 
Think only how to leave it as we ought, 
But truſt no more, and be deceived no more. 

Guil. Yes, I will copy thy divine Example, 
And tread the Paths are pointed out by thee : 
By thee inſtruQed, to the fatal Block 
bend my Head with Joy, and think it Happineſs 
To give my Life a Ranſom for-my Faith. 
From thee, thou Angel of my Heart, 1 learn 
That greateſt, hardeſt Taſk; to part with thee. 
La. Ja. Oh gloriouſly reſolv'd! Heav'n is my TO 
My Heart rejoices in thee more ev'n now, 
Thus conflant as thou art in Death, thus faithful, 
Than when the Holy Prieſt firſt join 'd our Hands, 
And Knit the facred Knot of Bridal Love. 


Gard. The Day wears faſt; Lord Guilford, have 


you thought? 
Will you lay hold on Life? 
Guil. What are the Terms? 
Gard. Death, or the _ attend you: 
Guil. *Tis determin'd : 
Lead to the Scaffold. 
Gard. Bear hiu to his Fate. 
Guil. Oh! let me fold thee once more in my Arms; 
Thou deareſt Treaſure of my Heart, and print 
A dying Huſband's Kiſs upon thy Lip! ! 
Shall we not live again, ev'n in theſe Forms? 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with theſe Eyes? 
Fa. Fa. Oh! wherefore doſt thou ſooth me with 
thy Softneſs ? - 
Why doſt thou wind thyſelf about my Heart? 
And make this Separation painful to us? 
Here break we off at once ? and let us now, 
Forgetting Ceremony, like two Friends, 
hat have a little Bus'neſs to be done, 
Take a ſhort Leave, and haſte to meet again. 


Guil: Reſt on that Hope, my Soul — my Wife— 

La. Fa. No more. 

Cuil. My Sight hangs on : thee — Oh! ſupport me 
Heav'n, 
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In this laſt Pang ——and let us meet in Bliſs. 
[Guiltord is led off by the Guards. 
La. Fa. Can Nature bear this Stroke ? 
Mom Alas! ſhe faints [Supporting. 
La. Fa. 5 thou fail now ! — The killing ſtroke 
is paſt, 
And all the Bitterneſs of Death is over, 
Gard, Here let the dreadful Hand of Vengeance ſtay: 
Have Pity on your Youth-and blooming Beauty ; 
Caſt not away the good which Heav'n beſtows ; 
Time may have many Years in ſtore for you, 
All crown'd with fair proſperity: Your Huſband. 
Has periſh'd in Perverſeneſs. 
La. fa. Ceaſe, thou Raven: 
Nor Violate with thy profaner Malice, 
My bleeding Guilford's Ghoſt——' Tis gone, tis flown : 
But lingers on the Wing, and waits for me. 


The Scene draws and diſcowers a Scaffold hung with 
Black, Executioner and Guards. 
And ſee, my Journey's End. 
1 Mom. My deareſt Lady. [Weeping. 
La. Fa. Forbear, my gentle Maids, 
Nor wound. my peace with fruitleſs Lamentations ; 
The good and gracious Hand of Providence 
Shall raiſe you better Friends than I have been. 
1 Wom. Oh, never! never! 
La. Ja: Help todifarray, 
And fit me for the Block: Do this laſt Service, 
And do it cheerfully. Now you will ſee 
Your poor 2 Miſtreſs ſleep in Peace, 
And ceaſe from all her Sorrows. Theſe few Trifles, 
The Pledges of a dying Miſtteſs's Love, 
Receive and ſhare among you. Thou, Maria, 
7 [To 1 Woman. 
Haſt been my old, my very faithful Servant; 
In dear Remembrance of thy Love, I leave thee 
This Book, the Law of everlaſting Truth: 
Make it thy Treaſure ſtil], *twas my ſupport 
When all Help. elſe forſook me. 


Gard. 


— 
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Gard Will you yet X 
Repent, be wile, and fave your precious Life? 


La. Fa. Oh, Wincheſter / has Learning, taught 


thee that, 

To barter '['ruth for Life ? 

Gard. Miſtaken folly | 
You toil and travail for your own Perdition, 
And die tor damned Errors. 

La. Fa. Who judge rightly, 
And who perſit in Error, will be knoven, 
Ihen, when we meet again. Oncce more, Fare wel. 


[To her Women. 


Goodneſs be ever with you: When I'm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhone tt Wrong 
To my cold headieſs Corte] But ice it ſhrouded, 
And decent id in Earth, 

Curd. Wo t thou then die? 
Thy Blood be on thy Head, 


La. Fa. My }:'ood be where it falls, let the Earth 


hide it, 
And may it never riſe, or call for Vengeance: 
Oh, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a Victim 
To Ze: 11hnnan Wrath! Thou gracious Heav'n, 
Heat, and de end at length thy ſuff ring People; 
Riſe up a Monarch of the Royal Blood, 
Brave. s, Equitable, Wiſe and Good: 
In wee ge ſon let the Hero come, 
To fave thy 4ltars from the Rage of None: 
Long I-t hin '<-:+n to bieſs the reſcu'd Land, 
And de ju ice with a righteous Hand. 
And wl. h. 3, Oh! may he leave a Son, 
Withequ Vins to adorn his Throne; 
To lateſt 17. » the Blefling to convey,. 
And zuaro tht raith for which I. die to-day. 


Lady an- ge, to the Scaffold :-The Scene cloſes: 
ter Fembroke. 


Permb. Horror on Horror! Blaſted be the Hand 
That itruck Gerd! Oh! his bleeding [runk 
Shall liv- in theie diſtracted Eve: for ever. 


Curſe on thy fatal Arts, thy Cruel Councels ! [To _ 
e 
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The Queen is deaf, and pitileſs as thou art. 

Gard. The juſt reward of Hereſy and Treaſon 
Is fall'n upon em both, for their vain Obſtinacy ; 
Untimely Death, with Intamy on Earth, 
And everlatting Puniſhment hereafter. 

Pemb. And can'it thou tell ? Who gave thee to explore 
The ſecret Purpoſes of Heav'n, or taught thee 
To tet a bound to Mercy unconhn'd ? 
But know, thou proud. perverſely judging Wincheſter , 
Howe'er your hard imperious Cenſures doom, 
And portion out our Lites in Worlds to come; 
Thoſe who with honeſt hearts purſue the Right, 
And follow faithfully Truth's ſacred Light, 
Tho' ſuff ring here, ſhall tiom their Sorrows ceaſe, 
Reſt with the Saints, and dwell in endleſs Peace. 

[Exeunt omnes 
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Sent by an unknown Hand. 


HEN waking Terrors rouze the guilty Breaſt, 
And fatal Viftons break the Murd'rer*s Reſt, 


When Vengeance does Ambition's Fate decree, 
And Tyrants Bleed to ſet whole Nations free ; 
Tho' the Muſe ſaddens each diftreſſed Scene, 
Unmov'd is ev'ry Breaſt, and ev'ry Face ſerene; 
The mournful Lines no tender Heart ſubdue ;. 
Compaſſion is to ſuff ring Goodneſs due. 

The Poet your Attention begs once more, 

T' atone for Characters here drawn before: 
No royal Miſtreſs _—_ through ev'ry Page, 
And breathe her dying Sorrows en the Stage: 
No lovely Fair, by ſoft Per ſuafion won, 


Lays down the Load of Life when Honuer's gone. 


Nobly to bear the Changes of our State, 
To ſtand unmow d againſt the Storms of Fate, 
A brave Contempt of Life and Grandeur left ; 
Such glorious Toils a Female Name can boaſt. 
Our Author draws not Beauty's heaw'nly Smile, 
T'invite our Wiſhes, and our Hearts beguile : 
No ſoft Enchantment languiſb in her Eye, 
No Bloſſoms fade, nor fick ning Roſes die. 
A nobler Paſſion every Breaſt muſt move, 
Than youthful Raptures, or the Foys of Lowe. 
A Mind unchang'd, ſuperior to a Crown, 
Brawvely defies the angry Tyrant*s Frown ; 
The ſame, if Fortune finks, or mounts on high, 
Ar if the World's extended Ruins lie: 
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With gen*rous Scorn ſbe lays the Scepter daun; 
Great Souls ſbine brighteſt by Misfortunes ſhawn : | 
With patient Courage ſhe ſuſtains the Blow, 
And triumphs oer variety of Mee; | 
Through ev*ry Scene the ſad Diſtreſs is new : | 
How well feign'd Life does repreſent the true! | 
Unhappy Age! who views the bloody Stain, | 
But muſt with Tears record Maria's Reign! | 
When Zeal by Doctrine flatter d lawleſs M iil, | 
Inſtructed by Religion*s Voice to Kill. | 


Ye Britiſh Fair ! lament in filent Woe ; | 
Let ev'ry Eye with tender Pity flow ; | 
The lovely Form through falling Drops will ſeem l 
Like flow'ry Shadows of the filver Stream. 


Thus Beauty, Heaw*n,s ſweet Ornament, ſhall prove | 
Enrich'd by Virtue, as adorn'd by Lewe. | 
Forget your Charms, fond Woman's dear Delight, 
The Fops will languiſb here another Night. | 
No Conqueſt from difſembling Smiles awe fear ; | 
She only kills, whe wounds us with a Tear. | 

| 


E PI- 


i 
—_— 
FY 


.O en 


Spoken by Mrs. PoRTER. 


Sn Palms of Virtue Heroes oft hade worn; 
Thoſe Wreaths to-night a Female Brow adorn. 
The deſtin d Faint, unfer tunately brave, | 
Sunk with thoſe Altars which ſhe flreve to ſave. 
Greatly fhe dar d to prop the ju der Side, 
As greatly with her adverſe Fate comply d, 5 
Did all that Heaw*n could aſh, refign d and dy d; 
Dy d for the Land, for which ſhe wiſh'd to live, 
And gain'd that Liberty ſhe could not give. 
Oh f 200 People] of this faw'rite Ite, 
On whom ſo many better Angels ſmile ; 
For you, kind Head n new Bleſſings till ſupplies, 
Bids other Saints, and other Guardians riſe ; 
Fer you, the faireſt of her Sex is come, 
Adopts our Britain, and forgets her Home. 
For Truth and you, the Heroine declines 
Auſtria's proud Eagles, and the Indian Mines. 
What Senſe of 1. Bounty can be ſhown ! 
But. Heaven muſt make the vaſt Reward its own, 
And Stars ſhall juin to make her future Crown. 
Your Gratitude with Eaſe may be expreſs'd ; 
Strive but to be, what ſhe would make you, bleſ5*d. 
Let no vile Faction vex the vulgar Ear 
With fond Surmiſe, and falſe affected Fear - 
Confirm but to your ſelves the given Good ; 
*Tis all fbe aſks, for all ſhe has beſtow'd. 

Such was our great Example ſhewn ta-day, 
And with ſuch Thanks our Author's Pains repay. 
If from theſe Scenes, to guard your Faith you learn, 
If from your Laws you ſhow & juſt Concern ; 
If you are taught to dread a Popiſh Reign, 
Our beauteous Patriot has not dy'd in vain. 
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